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Dramatis Perfonae. 

S A L I N U S, Duke of Ephefui. 

£geon, a Merchant o/'Syracufe. 

At" hi' fEhf } -''""'"-Brort^tt, and Sons to 

A .• u 1- vc "r' ? JEseon and JEvaiUz, but 

Antiphohs of Syracufe, J ^ J,^ ^ ^^^^ ^^^; 

Dromio ^ Ephefus, ) Twin-Br^therSj and Slaves to the 

Dromio of Syracufe, ) two Antipholis^j. 

Bjsilthazar, a Merchant. 

Angelo, a Goldfmitk. 

A Merchant^ Friend it(? Antipbolis ^ Syracufc. 

Dr. Pinch, a School-rnqfter^ and a Conjurer. 

.£inilia. Wife to JEgeon^ an Abbefs ai Ephefus. 
Adriana, Wife to Antipholis o/'Ephefus. 
Luciana, Sijler to Adriana. 
Luce, Servant to Adriana. 



Jailor^ Officers, and other Attendants. 
SCENE, Ephefus. 
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THE 

COMEDY ^ERRORS. 

■ I < ' i I li t ■ ■ » ■ II ■■■■■■ 

A e T r; s c e n e i. 

The Dukes Palace. 

Enter the Duke of Ephelus, ^geon, Jailor^ and other 
'Attendants, 

. uE G E o N. 

PROG E E D, ialmns;, to procure my fall. 
And by the doom of death end woes and all. 

Duke. Merchant o£ Syracufe^ plead no more; 
I am not partial to infringe our laws: 
Irhe enmity, and difcord, which of late 
Sprung from the raiic'rou* outrage of your Duke, 
To merchant*, Our v^elt-dealing countrymen, 
(Who, wanting gilddlrs to redeem their lives. 
Have feal'd his rigorou^ ftatutes with their bloods) 
Excludes all pity from our threatning looks. 
For, fince the mortal and inteftine jars 
'Twixt thy fedkious countrymen and us. 
It hath in folemn fynods been decreed, 
Both by the Sjraet^ans and ourfelves, 
T'admit no traffic to' our adverfe towns. 
Nay, more ; if any born at Ephefus 
Be feen at Syraeufan marts and fairs. 
Again, if any Syracufsin born 
Come to th^ bay of Ephefus^ he dies i 

Vol. IV. . B Hi, 



a The Comedy of Errors. 

His goods confifcate to the Duke's difpofc, 

Unlefs a thoufand marks be levied 

To quit the penalty, and ranfotn hira. 

Thy fubftance, valuM at the higheft rate, 

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 1 

Therefore, by law thou ?urt condemned to die. , J 

jfigeon. Yet this my comfort, when yojat words arc J 
done. 
My woes end likewife with the evening fun.' 

Duke, Well, Sjracufan^ fay, in brief, the caufe. 
Why thou departed'ft from thy mtive homie ; ; 
And for what caufe thou cam'ft to Ephejus, 

y£geon. A heavier tafk could not have been impost. 
Than I to fpeak my grief unfpeakable: 
Yet that the world may witnefs, that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by, vile ofirence, 
ril titter what my forrow gives me leave. 
In Sjraaifa was I born, and wed 
Unto a woman, happy biat for me; 
And by me too, had not ppr hap been bad : - »' 

With her I liv'd in joy ; our wealth increased, -\ ^^ 
By profperous voyages I often made ' . 

To Epidamnum ; 'till my fador's death, j \ 

And the great care of goods at randoin left. 
Drew mc from kind em^racjCrpQi^ts of ifny fpOAife ^ 
From whom my abfentje w^R JJjpt.fix nioQths old. 
Before herfelf (almoft at fai^fiag .Xinder 
The pleafmg puniflimem that woipen bear) ~ 
Had made provifion for her following me, 
And foon, and fafe, arrived where I was. 
There flie had not been long, but {be became 
A joyful mother of two goodly fon?; < . \ 

And, which was firange, the one fo lik^e the oth^r. 
As could not be diliinguifti'd but by nances. 
That very hour, and in thjc felf-ftme inn, 
A poor mean woman was jdcjivered 
Of fuch.a burden, male-twins both j^likc ; 



Thofe (for their parents were exceeding poor) 
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The Comedy of Errors^ 3 

I bought, and brought up to attend my fotil. 
My wife, not meanly proud of two fach boys. 
Made daily motions Ibr our home-return : 
Unwilling, I agreed; alasj too Cbon.^ i ' ' .' 

We came aboard. ^ 

A league irom Epidamnum had wc fail'd, ' 
Before the always-wind-obeying ^eep » ' / 

Gave any tragic infiajice of our harm • 
But longer did we not retain much hope : 
For what obfcured light the heav'ns did grant,* 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds ' * '5 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; ^ ' 

Which, tho' myfelf would gladly have ^iabrac'd. 
Yet the inceflant weeping of my wife, 
{Weeping before, for what fee faw muftcome;) 
And piteous plaiaings of the pretty babes, 
That mourn'd for fafeion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc'd me to feek delays for them and trte : ' 

And this it vras; (for other means wercf none.J ' ^ - 
Iho fallors fovght for fafety by our boat, ' ' 

Jf^d left the feip, then finking^ripe, td us ;. ^ 
My wife, more careful for the elder born, ■ ' 

J^d faden'd him unto a fmall (pare maft. 
Such as fea-faring men provide forftorms ; 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
I Whilft I bad been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus difpos'd, my wife and -J, 
Fixing pur eyes on whom our care Was fixt, 
Faflen'd ourfelves at either end the mad; 
And floating ftraight, obedient to the ftream, 
L Were carry'd towards Corintk, as we thought. 
i At length the fun, gazing upon the earth, 
Difpers'd thofe vapours that offended us ; 
And, by the benefit of his wffh'd light, 
The feas waxt calm ; and we difcovered 
Two feips from far makiug amain to us. 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this ; 

B« But 
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But ere they came — ^oh, let me fay no more I 
Gather. the fequel by that went before. 

Duke, Nay, .forward, old man., do not break off fo.; 
For we may pity, tbo'not pardon thee. 

/Egeon, Oh, had the Gods done fo, I had not now 
Worthily term'd them mercilefs to us ; 
For ere the (hips could meet by twice five leagues. 
We were en^countered by a mighty rock ; 
Wivich being violently borne upon. 
Our helplefs fliip was fplitted in the midft: 
So that, in this unjuil divorce of us. 
Fortune had left (o both of us alike 
What to delight in, what to forrow for. 
Her part, poor foul! feeming as burdened 
With lefler weighty but not with leffer woe. 
Was carry 'd with more fpeed before the wind, ^ 
And in our figlit they three were taken up 
By fiftiermen of C^rinM,- as we thought. 
At length, another fhip hadfeiz'd on us; 
And knowing whom it was their hap; to fave. 
Gave helpful welcome t^ their ihipwreckt guefis ; 
And would Jiavie reft the fifcers of their prey. 
Had not their bark been very flow of fail; 
And therefore homeward did they bend their colirfe.- 
Thus have you heard mc fcver'd from my blifs ; 
That by misfortuae* was my life prolonged. 
To tell fad ftories of my own miihaps. 

Duke. And, for the fakes of them thouforrow'ft for^ 
Do me the favour to dilate at full ' 
What hath befall'n of .them, and thee, "t^ll now. 

jEgeon. My youngeft boy, and yet my eldeft carc^ 
At eighteen years became inquifitlve 
After his brother ; and importun'd me. 
That his attendant, [io-x his cafe was like. 
Reft of his brother, but retained his name,) 
Might bear him company in queft of him ; 
Whom whilft I laboured of a love to fee, 
J bsizarded the lofs of whopi I lov'd. 

Five 



Thf Comedy o/'Error^-. 5 

Five fummers have I fpent in fartheft Greece^ 
Roaming clean throTsgh the bounds oi Ajia^ 
And coafting homeward, came to Ephijus: 
Hopclcfs to find, yet loth to leave unfought, 
Or that, or any place that harbours men. 
But here muft cud the ftory of my life ; 
And happy were I in my timely death. 
Could all my travels warrant me Ihey live. 

Duke, Haplefs iEgeon^ whom the fates have markt 
To bear th'extremity of dire mifhap.; 
Now, truft me, were it not againft our laws, 
(Which Princes, would they^ may not difannul;) 
Againft my crown, my oath, my dignity, 
My foul fhould fue as advocate for thee. 
But, tho' thou art adjudged to the death, 
Aiid paflfed fentence may not be recalled. 
Bat to our honour's great difparageraent ; 
Yet will I favour thee in what I can ; 
I therefore, merchant, limit thee this day. 
To feek thy life by beneficial help : 
Try alt the friends thou haft^ in Eph^us^ 
B^ thou, OT. borrow, to make up the £um, 
Add live; if not, then thou art doom'd to die. •. 
Jailor, take him to thy cuftody. . . 

[EptiutU Diikei,^ and Train* 
JaiL I will, ray Lord. - 

jEgeon, Hopelefs and helplefs doth .<£g'^n wend^ 
But to procrallinate his lifelefs end. 

[Exmnt iEgeon^ and Jailor* 

S C E N E II. 

, (Siange) to the>^lSt{iet., 
Enter An ti phol i s of S y racu fe^ ^ Merchantit »nd Dtomio^, 
Mer. »T^HEREF ORE give out, you- aie of Epi- 

JL damnum^ 
Left that your goods too foon be confifcate. 

B 3 This 
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vThis very .day, ^ Syracufan mcrchjint 
Is apprehended for arrival here; 
And, not being able to buy out his life, 
According to the ftatutc of the town. 
Dies ere the weary fun fet in the weft : 
There is your money, that I had to keep. 

Ant. Go hear it to the Centaur^ where we hcrft. 
And flay tfeere, Uromio^ 'till I cozne to thee : 
Within this hour it will be dinner time; 
'Till that rU view the ipanneis of the town, 
Perufe the tracers, gaze upon the buildings. 
And then return and flcep within mine inn ; 
For with long travel I am ftifiF and weary. 
Get thee away. 

Dro. Manyca^man would take you at your word. 
And go indeed, having fo good a means. 

[Exit Dromia. 

Ant. A trufty villain, Sir; thait! very oft, 
When I «uw dull with care and melancboty^ 
Lightens my humotor with hit tnorry jbltf * 
What, will you wsdk with me abe^n the town, 
And then^ to the inn and dine with ixieP> 

Mer* I am invited. Sir, td certain merchants, 
Of whom 1 hope to mbke much bendit: 
J. crave youTp^afdon. Soon at five o'clock, 
Pleafe you, I'll meet with you upon the mart, 
Aiidi a^evward cdnfort you 'tiU bed- time-: 
My prefent bufinefs caMs^ me from you now; 

Ant. Farefwel 'till then; I will go lofe myfelf, 
And wander up and down to view the city. 

Mer. Sir, I ccfmmehd you- to your* own Content. 

[Exit Merchant. 

S C E N E III. 

Ant. TJW £ tliatcothAiends me to my own content, 
ITL Commendsmc to the thing I cannot get. 
I to the world am like. a dropi of water,' 
That in. the bcean feieks another diop, 

* Who 
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The Comedy of Errors. 7 

Who felling there to find his fellow forth, 
Unfeen inquifitive, confounds himfelf : 
So I, to find a mother and a brother^ 
In queft of them, unhappy, lofe myfelf. 

Enter Dromio of Ephcfus. 
Here comes the almanack of ray true date. 
What now ? how chanfce,^fhoci -art returned fo foon ? 

E. Dro. Returned fo foon ! rather approach'd too 
late : 
The capon buriis, the pig falls from the fpit, 
The clock has ftrucken twelve upon the bell ; 
My miltrefs made it one upon my cheek ; 
She is fo hot, becaufe the meat is cold ; , 
The meat is cold, becaufe you come not home ; 
You come not home, becaufe you have no ilomach } 
You have no fiomach, having broke your faft: 
But we^ that know what 'tis to faft and pray, 
Are peniient for your default to day. 

Ant^ Stop in yourwind. Sir; tell me this^ I pray, 
Where you have fcft the toonty that I gave you ? 

£• JDro. Oh, — fix-pence, cfadt I had a Wednefday laft. 
To pay the fadler for my miftrefs^ crupper ? 
The fadler bad it. Sir ; I kept it not. 

Ani. I am not in a fportive humour now; 
Tell me and dally not, where is the money ? 
We being ftrangers here, how dar'ft thou truft 
So great a charge from* thine own cuftody? 

E. Dro, I pray you, jeft. Sir, as you fit at dinner: 
I from my miftrefs come ta you in poft ; 
If I return, I fhall be poft indeed ; 
For (he will fcore your fault upon my pate: 
Meihinks, your maw, like mine,fliouldbe your clock; 
And ftrike you home without a meffenger. 

Ant. Gome, Dromio^ come, thefe jefts are out' of 
feafon ; 
Refervc them 'till a jiicrrier hour than this : 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

B 4 E. Dro. 
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E, Dro. To mc^ Sir? why, you gave no gold to n\€. 
Ant. Come on. Sir knave, have done your fooiiik' 
ncfs ; 
And tell mc, how thou hafl difpos'd thy charge? 
E. Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from ihc 
mart 
Home to your houfe^ the Thmnix^ Sir, to dinner; 
My mifttefs and her filler ft ay for you. 

^ Ant, Now, as I am a chriftian anfwer .m.e, 
In what fafe place you have beflow''d my money ; 
Or iThall break that merry fconce of yours, 
That ftands on tricks when I am undifpos'd; 
Where are the thoufand marks thou hadft of me ? 

E, Dro, I have fome marks of yours upon my pate; 
Some of my miftreft' njarks upon my Moulders ; 

But not a thoufand marks between you both. 

If I Ihould pay your worfliip thofe again. 
Perchance, you will not bear them patiently* 

Ant. Thy miftref*' marks ? what niiftrefs, flavc, haft 
thou? [PhcBuix;. 

' E, Dro. Your wOrlhip'.fl wife, my miftrefs at ttje 
She, that doth faft, 'till you come home to dinner; 
And prays, that you will hie you home to dinner* 
Ant. What wilt thou flout me thus unto my face^ 
Being forbid ? there take you that. Sir knave. 
' £. Dro. What mean you, Sif ? for God's fake, hold 

your hands ; 
Nay, ah you will not, Sir, FlI take my heels- 

[Exit Dromio.. 
Ant. Upon my life, by fome device or other, 
The villain is o'er-wrought of all my money. 
They fay, this town is full of couzenage; 
* As, nimble jugglers, that deceive the eye ; 

Drug- 

•* As^ nimble jugglers, thai deceive the eyt ; 

Dark-work.ing^rwr*r5, that change the mind;. 

Soul-killing witches, that deform the body; ] Thofe who attentively 

confidcr thcfc three Lines, muft confcis that the Poet intended, the 

Epithet given to eaoh of thefe Mifcreants, fhould declare the Power 

. , by 
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/ Th^ Comedy of Eksloks^ 9^ 

Drug-working forcercrs, that change the mind ;. 

Soul-killing witches, that deform the body ; 

Difguifed cheaters, prating mountebanks, 

And many fuch like libertines of fin: 

If it provaifo, I will be gone the fooner. . 

I'll to the Centaur, to go feck this flave ; . 

I greatly fear,, my money is not fafe. [-pxiY. 



ACT 11. SCENE L 

T/ie Ho'ufc ^ Amipholis of Ephefus. 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 
Adrian A. 

NEITHER myhnfband nor the Qave refuro-'d. 
That in fuch hafte I fetit to feek his mafter \ 
Sure, Luciana^ it is two o'clock. . 

Lu€» Pfsrhaps, fome merchant hath invited hixn. 
And fro-m the voAii hesfomewhere gone to dinner; 
Good fiftcr, let ns dine, and never fret. .... 
A man is mafter of his liberty; . 
Time is their naafter ; : and when they fee time, 
They'll go or comeu »t foi, be .patient, filler. 

Adr,^ Wh)^ibo,uId their liberty than ours be more? 

by which ihty pcrfonxi! their Feats, aud which would therefore be a 
juft Charadcriftic of each of them. Thus, by nimt/^ Jugglers, we arc 
taught that they performt heir'Tricks by 5//^^/ of Hand: aad by SonU 
ii//in^ Witchei, we are inforoi'd, th« Mifchief they do is by the Affift- 
ance of the Devils t^ whom tliey- have, given their Souls : But then, 
by Jari-ti;prAzng^orccrcrs, we arenpt inftruScd in the Means by which 
they p-rfojm their Ends. "Befides, this Epithet agrees as well to 
"Witches, a^ to thcra ; and therefore, certainly, our Author could 

not dcfign this their Charaderiilic. We (hould read ; 
Drug-working forcerers^ that change the mind; 

And we know by the Hlllory of ancient and modern Superdition, 

that ihefe Kind of Jugglers always pretended to work Changes of the 

Miadby thcfc Applications. 

15 5 Luc. 
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Luc, Becaufe their buGnefs flill lies out a-door. 

Adr. Look^ when I Terve him fo, he takes it ilL 

Liic. Oh, know, he is the bridle of your will. 

Adr. There's none, but afles, wiil be bridled fo. 

Luc^ Why, head-Arong liberty is laiht ^ptfa woC4 
TTierc's nothing fitnate under hea^^n's eye. 
But hath its bound in earth, in fea, in (ky : 
The beads, the fifties, and the winged fowls. 
Are their males' fubjeds, and at their controuls : 
Man, more divine, the matter of all thefe, 
Lord of the wide world, and wide watVy feas, 
Indu'd with intelleftual fenfe and foul. 
Of more preheminenee than fi(h and fowl. 
Arc matters to their females, and their lords : 
Then let your Will attend on their accords. 

Adr, This fervitudc makes you to keep unwed. 

Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

Adr. Bu^ were you wedded, you would bear fome 
fway. ' 

Luc. Ere I learn love, I'll pradifeto obey. 

Adr. How if your hu&and fiactfeitie other where ? 

Luc. Till he come home again, I would forbear. 

i4(ir. Patience unmov'd, no marvel tbo* flic paufe; - 
They can be meek, that have no other caufe : 
A wretched foul, bruis'd with advcrfity> 
We bid be quiet, when -we hear it cry ; 
But were we burden'd with like weight of pain/ >• , 
As much, or more, we ftiould ourfelves complain. 
So thou, that haft no unkind mate to grieve ihee. 
With urging helplefs patience would'ft relieve me : 
But if thou live to fee like right bereft. 
This fool-begg'd patience in thee will be left. 

Luc. Well, I will marryone.day but to try ; 
Here comes your man, now is your hufband nigh, , 



SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Jyxomio o/'Ephefus. 

Adr. C AY, is your tardy matter now at band? 

^ E. Dro. Nay, he's at two hands with me, 
and that -my two ears can witnefs. 

Adr. Say, didft thou fpeak with him ? know^ft thou 
his mind ? 

E. Dro. Ay% ay^ he told me bis mind upon mine 
ear. BeArew his hand, I fcarce could under-ftand it. 

Luc, Spake he fo doubtfully, thou could'ft not feel 
his meaning ? 

E. Dro. Nay, he firuck fo plainly, I could too well 
feel his blows ; and withal fo doubtfully, that I could 
fcarce undierftand them. 

Adr. But fay, I pry" thee, is he coming home ? 
It feems, he hath great care to pleafe his wife. 

E. I>r(?. Why, miflrefs, fure my matter is horn-mad. 

Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain:? 

£. Dr». I nlean hot, ciickold-mad ; but, fure, he's 
flark mad : 
When I defir'd him to come home to dinner, • 

He aflc'd me for a thoufand marks in gold : 
Tis dinner-time, quoth I; my gold, quoth he. 
Your meat doth burn, quoth I ; my gold, quoth he: 
Will you come home^ quoth I? my gold quoth he: 
Where is the thoufand marks I gave thee, villain ? 
The pig, quoth I, is bum'd; my gold, quoth he. 
Nf y mifirefs. Sir, quoth I ; hang up thy miftrefs I 
I know not thy miftrefs ; out on thy miftrefs ! 

Luc. Quoth who? 

E Dro. Quoth my mafter : 
I kno^, quoth he, no houfe, no wife, no miftrefs ; 
So that ray errand, due unto my tongue, 
I thank him, I bare home upon my fhoulders : 
For, in coqclufibn, he did beat me there. 

Adr. GoSaek again, thouQave, and fetch him home. 
B 6 E. Dre. 
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E, Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home? 
Eor God's fake, fend fome^other meflenger. 

Adr, Back, (lave, or 1 will break thy pate acrofs. 

E, Dro^ And he will blefs that crofs with other 
beating: 
Between you I ihall have a bo}y head. 

Adr. Hence, prating peafant, fetch thy mafter home. 

E, Dro, Am I fo roand with you as you with me. 
That like a foot-ball you do fpurn me thus? 
You fpurn me hence, and he will fpurn mc hither r 
If I laft in this fervice, you muft cafe me in leather. 

[EkU. 

SCENE m. 

Luc» jr^lE, how impatience lowreth in your face ! 
X7 Adr. His company muft do his minions 
grace, 
Whilft I at home Ilarve for a merry look: 
Hath homely age th'alluring beauty took 
From my poor check ? then, he hath wafted it. 
Are my difcourfes dull? barren my wit? 
If voluble and fliarp difcourfe be marr'd, 
iJnkindnefs blunts it, more than marble hard. 
Do their gray veflraents his affcdions bait ? 
That's not my fault : he's mafler of my ftate. 
"What ruins are in me, that can be found 
By him not ruin'd ? then, is he the ground 
Of my defeatures. My decayed fair 
A funny look of bis would foon repair. 
But, too unruly dear, he breaks the pale, 
And feeds from home ; poor I am but his ftale. 

Luc, Self harming jealoufy ] — fie, beat it hence. 

Adr, Unfeeling fools can withfuch wrongs difpcnfe: 
I know, his eye doth homage otherrwherc \\ ^ 

Or elfe what lets it, but , he would ,lp^ hei-e ? 
Sifter, you know he promis'd me a chain; 
Wpuld that alone, alone^ he would detain, 



The Comedy o/* Errors. ij 

So he wo\ild keep fair quarter with his bed. * 

* I fee, the jeJwel, beft enameled. 
Will io(e his beauty; and the gold bides ftill, 
That others touch; yet often toudiing will 
Wear gold: and fo no man, that hath a name. 
But falfliood, and corruption, doth it fhame. 
Since that my beauty, cannot pleafe his eye, ) 

ril weep what's left away, and -weeping die* > 

Luc. How many fond fools ferve mad jealoufyi ) 

[ExeurU. 

S G E N E IV. 

Changes to the Street, 
Enter Antipholis q/^Syracufe. 
Ant, 'Tn H E gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 

X Sale at the Centaur; and the heedful flavc 
Is wander'd forth in care to feek me out. 
By computation, and mine hoft^s report, 
I could not fpeak with Dromio, fmce at firft 
I fent him from the mart. See, here he comes, 

Eiiter Dromio fl/"Syracufe. 

How now. Sir! is your merry humour altered? 
A9 you love ilrokes, fo jell with me again. 

* I fee, the jewel, kej enameled, 

Will lofe his beauly ; yet the gold bides Ji/l^ 

That ethirs touch, and often touching will : 

Where gold and no man, thai hath a name, 

"Byfulfhood and corruption doth iijhame,] la tliis miferable Con- 
dition is this raffage given us. It fhould be read Uius, 

I fee, the jewel, befl enameled, 

"Witt loft his beauty i and the gold bides J ill, 

That others touch ,♦ yet 4)flen touching will 

Wear gold : andfo no man, that hath a name, 
, But falfliood, and corruption,, doth it fhame. 
The Scnfe is this, Gold, indeed, will long bear the handling ; bow 
ever, often touching, will wear even Gold ; juft fo the grcatcll Cha- 
raScr, tho' as pure a^ Gold itfclf, inay, in Time, be injuicd, by 
i^hc xepc^ud Attacks ofFaUhqod and Corruptign. 

My 
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You know na Centaur? you received no gold? 
Your miftrefs fent to have me home to dianer? 

S. Dro. What anfwer. Sir? when fpake I fuch a 
word ? ' 
My houfe was at the ThttnM waft thou mad. 
That thus fo madly thoudidft anfwerme? ■ 

Ant, Even now, even here, not half an hour fince; 

S. Bra. I did not fee you fince you feat me hence ' 
Home to the Centaur^ with the gold you gave me. 

Ant, Villain, thou didft deny the gold's receipt ; 
And told'ft me of a miftrefs, and a dinner ; 
For which, I hope, thpu felt'ft 1 was difpleas'd. 

S, Dro Tra glad to fee you in this merry vein: 
What means this jeft, I pray yoii, mafter, tell me ? 
- Ant, Yea, doft thou jeer and flout me in the teeth ? 
Think'ft thou, I jeft ? hold, take thou that, and that* 

[Beais Dro. 

5. Dro. Hold, Sir, for God's fake, now youv jeft is 
earnefi ; 
Upon what bargain do you give it me? 

Ant, BecauXe that I familiarly fome times 
I>o ufe you for my fool, and chat with you, 
Your faucinefs will jeft upon my love,' 
And make a common of my ferious hours. 
When the fun ftiines, let foolifti gnats make fport; 
But creep in crannies, when he hides his beams : 
If you will jeft with me, know my afpefl,* 
And faftiion your demeanour to my looks; ' 
Or I will beat this- method in your fconce. 

S, Dro, Sconce, call you it? fo you would leave 
battering, I had rather have it a head ; an you ufe 
thefe blows long, I muft get a fconce for my head, 
and infconce it too, or elfe I ihall £eek my wit in 
my fhoulders : but, I pray. Sir, why am I beaten ? 

^n/. Doft thou not know? 

S. Dro. Nothing, Sir, but that I am beaten. 

Ant, Shall I tell you why ? 

S, Dro. Ay, Sir, and wherefore; fot, they fay^ 
every why hath a wherefore. , Ant. 
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Ant. Why, firft, for floating uic ; and then wher 
fore, for urging it the fecond time to me. 

5. Dro. Was there ever any man thus beaten out 
of feafqn. 
When, in the why, and wherefore, is neither ]:biin& 

nor reafon ? 
Well, Sir, I thank you. . 

Ant. Thank me, Sir, for what? 

S. Dro, Marry, Sir, for this fomtething that you 
gave me for nothing. 

Ant, Y\\ make you amends next, to give you • no- 
thing forfomething. But fay. Sir, is it dinner-time? 

5. Dro. No, Sir, I think, the meat wants tbaii have. 

Ant. In good time. Sir, what's that? 

S. Dro. Bafting. 

Ant. Well, Sir, then 'twill be dry. 

S. Droy If it be, Sir, I pray you eat none of it. 

Ant. Your reafon? 

5. Dro. Left it make you choleric, and purchafe me 
another dry-bafting. 

Ant. Weil, Sir, learn to jeft in good time ; there's 
a time for all things. 

S. Dro. I durft have deny'd that, before you were 
fo choleric. 

Ant. By what rule. Sir? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, by a rule as plain as the plain 
bald pate of father Time himfelf. 

Ant. Let's hear it. 

S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his 
hair, that grows bald by nature. 

Ant. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

S. Dro. Yes, to pay a fine {or a peruke, andr^over 
the loft hair of another man. 

Ant. Why is Time fuch a niggard of hair,* being,' 
as it is^ fo plentiful an excrement? 

S. Dro. Becaufe.it i» a bleffing that he beftows on^' 
beafts ; and what he hath fcanted men in' hair, he 
hath given them in wit. Ant^ 
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Ant, y/hy^ but there's many a man bath more half 
tjian wit. 

5. Dro. Not a man of thofe, but he h?ith the wit to 
lofe his hair. 

, Ant^ Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain 
dealers without wit. 

' S. Dro, The plain dealer, the fooner loft; yet he 
lofeth it in a kind of jollity. 

Anti For what reafon? 

5. Dro. Jor two, and found ones too- 

Ant, Nay, not found, I pray you. 

S. Jtho, Sure ones then. 

Ant. Nay, not fure in a thing falfing. 

S. Dro, Certain ones then» 

Ant. Name them. 

S. Dro. The one to faye the money that he fpends 
in tyring v the other, that at dinner they fliould not 
drop in his porridge. 

Ant. Yon would, all this time have prov'd^ there is 
no time for all things.. 

5. Dro, Marry, anddid, Sir; namely, no time to 
recover hair loli by nature. 

Ant, But your reafon was not fubftantial, why there 
is no time to recover. 

S, Dro, Thus I mend it: Time himfclf is bald, and 
therefore to the world's end will have bald followers. 

Ant, I k^e^v, 'twould be a bald conclufion: jbut,. 
foft I who wafts us yonder ? 

S C E N E V. 

Enter Adriana, and Luciana. 
Adri. A Y, ay, AntipholUy look flrange and fcown, 

l\. Some other miftrefs hath thy fwcet afpe&sr 
lam not ^^r/flttfl,! nor thy /wife. 

The time was once, when thou, uourg^d;, wouldft vow,. 
That never wor3s Were muficto thine ^ear, 
That never objcft pleafing in thine eye. 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand, • 

That 
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That never meat fweet-favour'd in thy taftc, 
Unlefs I fpake, or looked, pr touchM, or carv'd. 
How comes it now, my hulband, oh, how comes it, 
That thou art thus eftranged from thyfeif? 
Thyfelf I call it, being ftrange tp me v 
That, undividable, incorporate. 
Am better than thy dear felfs better part. 
Ah, do not tear away thyCclf from me : 
For know, my love, as eafy may'ft thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulph. 
And take unmingled thence that drop again, 
Without addition or diminifhing. 
As take from me thyfelf; and not me too. • 
How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 
Should'ft thou but hear, I wa^ licentious ? 
And that this body, confccrate to thee. 
By ruffian luft {hould be contaminate ? 
Would'ft thou not fpit at rac, andfpurn at me, ^ 
And hurl the name of huiband in my face, 
And tear the ftain'd fkin 0/ my harlot-brow. 
And from my falfe hand cut the wedding-ring. 
And break it witha deep-divorcing Vow? 
I know thou canft; and therefore, fee^ thou do it. 
I am poflefsM with an adulterate blot; 
My blood is mingled with the Grime. of Juft: 
For if we two be one, and thou play falfe, 
1 do digeft the poifon of thy flcih, 
■ Being trumpeted by thy contagion* 
Keep then fair league^ and truce with thy true bed; 
I live diftain'd^ thou undilbonoured. 

Ant. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you not : 
In Ephffus I am but two hours oldj 
As ftrange unto your town as to your talk. , 

Who, every wprd by all my wit being fcann'd^i 
Wants wit in all one wozd to underlbind. 

Luc. Fie, brother! how the world is chang'd with 
you> . . 

Whea 
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When were you wont to ufe my fifier thus ? 
She fen t for you by Drornio home to dinner* 

AnL By Drornio 7 

S. Dro. By me ? 

Adr. By thee; and thus thou didft return from him, 
That he did buffet thee ; and in his blows 
Deny'd my houfe for his, me for his wife. 

Ant. Did you converfc. Sir, with this gentlewo- 
man? 
What is the courfe and drift of your compad? 

5. Dro. I, Sir, I never faw her 'till this time. 

Ant. Villain, thou licft; for even her very words 
Didft thou deliver to me on the mart. 

S. Dro. I never fpoke with her in all my life. 

Ant. How can flic thus then call us by our names, 
Unlefs it be by infpiration ? 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity. 
To counterfeit thus grofly with your flavc,- 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood? 
Be it my wrong, you are £rom me exempt, 
But wxoDg not that wrongs with a more oomempt. 
Come, I will faften on this fi)ecv« of thine ; 
Thou art an elm, my hufband, I a; vine : 
Whofe weaknefs, marry 'd to thy ftronger ftat^, 
Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate^ 
If aught pofleis thee from me, it is drofs, 
Ufurping ivy, brier, oridlemofs; 
Who, all for want of pruning, with inttufion 
InfeS thy.fap, and live on thy confufiori. 

Ant. To me flie fpeaks { ihe mov^s mc for her 
theme ; 
What, was I marry' d to her in my dream ? 
Or fleepi now, and think I hear all this? 
Whjit error drives our eyes and ears amifs? 
Until 1 know this fure uncertainty, 
ni entertain the favour'd fallacy. 

Luc. Drornio, go bid the fervants fpread for dinner. 

5. Dro. Ob, for my beads ! I crofs mc for a finner. 

This 
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This is the Fairy laad : oh, fpight of fpights.! 
We talk with goblins, owls, and elvifli fprights ! 
If we obey them not, this will enfue. 
They'll fuck our breath, and pinch us black and blue. 

Luc. Why prat'ft thou to thyfelf, and anfwer'ft 
not? 
Dromio^ thou drone, thou fnail, thou Aug, thoii fot ! 

S, Dro, 1 am transformed, matter, am not I ? 

Ant. I think, thou art in mind, and fo am I. 

5. Dro, Nay, matter, both in mind and in my 
ihape. 

Ani. Thou baft thine own form. 

S. Dro. No^ I am an ape. 

Luc. If thou art changed to aught, ^tis to an afs. 

S. Dro. 'Tis true ; fli^ rides me, and I long for 
grafs. 
'Tis fo, i am an afs; elfe it could never be, 
But I Qiould know her, as. well sl$ ihe knows me* 

Adr. Gome, come, no longer will I be a fool, 
To put the finger in the Eye and weep; 
Wbilft man and mafter laugh my woes to fcojsn. 
Come, Sir, to dinner; Dromio^ keep tke ^ate; 
Hu(bandt Tli dine abo^c witli yon to day, 
And flirive you-of a thoufand idle pranks; 
Sirrah, K any afk you for your matter. 
Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 
Came, fitter; Dromh, play the porter well. . 

Ant, Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking, mad or well advis.'d ? . 
. Known unto tbefe, and to myfelf difguis'd? 
Til fay as they fay, and perfevere fo ; 
And in this mitt at all adventures go. 

S, Dro, Mafter, fhall I be porter at the gate? ' ) 

Adr. Ay, let none enter, left I break your pate. > 

Luc. Come, come, Antipholis^ we dine too late. ) 

[Exeunt, 

ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE r. 

T'Atf Street before Antipholis'i Houje. 

£nier Antipholis o/'Ephefas, Dromio of Ephc£uSr, 
Angelo, and Balthazar. 

E. Antipholis. 

GOOD Signior Angelo^ you rnuft excufe us : ^ 
My wife is ihrewifli, when I keep not hours ^ 
Say, that I lin^er'd with you at your fliop 
To fee the making of her carkanet; 
And that to-morrow you will bring- itiiome. 
But here's a villain, that would face me down 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him ; 
And charg'cT him with a thoufand marks in gold ; 
And that I did deny my wife and houfe : 
Thou drunkards thou, wnat didft thou mean by this ? 
£. Dro. 5ay, what you will. Sir; but I know what 
I know ; 
That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand tt> 

{how ; ' 

If the ikin were parchment, and the blows you gave 

were ink, 
Your own hand-writing would tell you what I think. 
£« Ant, I think, thou art an afs* 
E, Dro, Marry, fo it doth appear 
By the wrongs I fufiFer, and the blows I bear ; 
I ftiould'kick, being kickt; and, being at that pafs. 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an afa. 
E. Ant. Y'arc fad, Signior Balthazar.' Pray God, 
our cheer 
May anfwer my good will, and, your good welcome 
here. 
' BaL I hold your dainties cheap. Sir, and your 
welcome dear. 

E. Ant. 
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E. Ant. Ah, Signior Balthazar^ either at flefli or fi(h, 

A table-full of welcome makes fcarceone dainty diih. 

Bat. Good meat. Sir, is common ; that ever churl 

affords. 
E, AnU And welcome more common;* for that's 

nothing but words. 
BaL Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a 

merry feaft. 
E. Ant, Ay, to a niggardly hoft, and more fparing 
gueft: 
But tho^ my cates be mean, take them in good part ; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 
But, (oft ; my door is lockt ; go bid them let us in. 
E. Dro, Maud, Bridget, Marian^ Cicely^ Gillian^ Ginn 1 
-S, Dro. [within] Mome, malt-horfe, capon, cox- 
comb, idiot, patch I 
Either get thee fromthedoor,or fit dpwnat the hatch: 
Doft thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'ft for 

fuch ftore. 
When one is one too many ? go, get thee from the 
door. 
£. Dro. What patch is made our porter? my matter 

flays in the ftreet. 
S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, left 

he catch cold on's feet. 
E. Ant. Who talks within there? hoa, open the 

door. 
S. Dro. Right, Sir,,!']] tell you when, an you'll tell 

me wherefore. 
E. Ant. Wherefore? for my dinner: I have not 

din'd to day. 
* S. Dro. Nor to day here you muft not : come again, 
when you may. 
£. Ant. What art thou, that keep' ft me out from 

thehoufe I owe? 
S, Dro. The porter for this time, Sir, and my name 
is Dromio* 

E. Dro. 
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E. Dro, O, villian, thou haftfioirn both mine oflBcc 
and my name : 
The one ne'er got me credit, the othdr mickle blame. 
If thou had'ft been Dromio to day in my place, 
Thou would'ft have changed thy face for a name, or 
thy name for an afs. 
Luce, [within] What a coile is there, i)r<?m?o ? who 

are thofe at the gate? 
'E, Dro, Let my mafter in, Luce, 
Luce, Faith, no; he comes too late; 
And fo tell your mafter. * * 

• E. Dro, O lord, I muft laugh ; 
Have at you with a Proverb, — Shall I fet in my ftafF? 
^ Luce, Have^at you with another; that's when, can 
you tell ? 
S. Pro, If thy name be call'd Luce, Luce, thou haft 

anfwerM him well. 
E. Ant, Do you here, you minion, you'll let us in, 

I trow? 
Luce, I thought to have alkt you. 
S, Dro. And you faid, no. 
E, Dro, So, come, help, well ftruck; there was 

blow for blow. 
E, Ant. Thou baggage, let me in. 
Luce, Can you tell for whofe fake ? 
E, Dro, Mafter, knock the door hard. 
Luce, Let him knock, 'till it ake. 
E, Ant, You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the 
door down. 
- Luce, What needs all that, and a pair of flocks in 
the town ? 
Adr. [within] Who is that at the door, that keeps 

all this noife? 
5. Dro, By my troth, your town is troubled with 

unruly boys. 
E. Ant. Are you there, wife? you might have come 

before. 
Adr. Your wife, Sir knave ! go, get you from the 
door. £. Dro. 
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• ; £. Dro. If you went in pain, mafter, this knave 
f would go fore.. 

Ang. Here is neither cheer, Sir, nor welcome ; we 

. . WQUld. fain havrC ekher. 
BaL In debating which was .beft, * we fliall hvve 

part with neither. 
£. Dro, They fta^id ^t the door, mafter; bid theun' 
I welcome hither, 

I JB. Ajit, There's fomething in the wind, that we 

I cannot get in. 

•£. Dro^ You would fay fp^ nvafter^ if ,y;oi^r gar-. - 
^ ments w^re thin* 

Your cake here is warm within,: you ftand here in 

the cold,: 
It would make a man mad as a buck to be fo bought 
and. fold. • 
E. Ant. Go fetch me fomething, I'll break pjpe the 

gate. 
S/Dro. Break any thing here,, and Fll break your 

knave'is p?Ltc. 
E. Dro. A man may break -a word with you, Sir, 
and words are but wind ; 
Ay, and break it in your face, fo he break it not be- 
hind. 
5. Dr^. li f^ems, thou wantefL breaking*; out up^n' 

thee,, hind ! 
E' l)ro. Here's too much, out upon thee! I pr?iy. 

thee, let me in. 
5. Dro. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and filh 

have no flni 

E. Ant. WelU TU break in; go borrow nie a crow. 

E. Dro. Acr<)w withoiit feather, m^fi^r^ nae^n you. 

fo ? . . • • . 

For a &ft without a fin, there's a fowl without a fea- • 

ther: - » 

* ..^^^ we Jliall pjart xfjtIinMcr,] Common Senfc requires us to 
read, ■ ■ wejhall have pari with neither, 

.''.■' '' ' ' '■■■■■■ If 
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If a crow help us in, firrah,* we'll pluck a crow toge- 
ther. 

£. Ant. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow. 

BaL Have patience, Sir: oh, let it not be fo^ 
Herein you war againft your reputation, 
And draw within the compafs of fnfpeft 
Th' unviobted honour of yoTsr wife. 
HDnce, this; — ^your long experience of her wifdom. 
Her fober virtue, years, and modefty. 
Plead on her part fome caufe to you unknown; 
And doubt not, Sir, but (he will well excufe, 
"Why at this time the doors ai-e barr'd againft you. 
Be ruFd by me, depart; in patience, 
And let us to the J'yger all to dinner; 
And about evening come yourfelf alone, 
To know the reafon of this ftrange reftraint. 
If by ftrong hand you oiFer to break in. 
Now in the ftirring paffage of the day, 
A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 
And that fuppofed by the common rdut, 
Againft you yet ungailed eftimation, • 
That may with foul intrufion enter in, 
And dwell upon your grave when you are dead t 
.For flander lives upon fucceffion ; 
For ever hous'd, where it once get's poflTcffion. 

E.Ant, You have prevaifd; I will depart in quiet. 
And, in defpight of mirth, mean to be merry, 
I know a wench of excellent difcourfe^ 
Pretty and witty, wild, and, yet too, gentle ; 
There will we dine : this woman that I mean. 
My wife (but, I prot^ft, without defert,) 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal; 
To her will we to dinner. Get you home, 
And fetch th€ chain; by this, I know, 'tis made i, 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine; • 
. For there's the houfe : that chain will I beftow, 
(Be it for nothing but to fpight my wife,) 
Upon mine hoftefs there. * Good ISir, make hafle: 

Since 
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Since ray own doors refufe to entertain me, 
I'll knock elfewhere, to fee if they'll difdain me. 
Ang, rU meet you at that place, fome hour, Sir, 

hence. • 
E, Ant, Do fo; this jeft (hall coft me fome expence. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

The Houfe ^Antipholis o/'Ephefus. 

Enter Luciana, with Antipholis <?/" Syracufc. 
Luc. AND may it be that you have quite forgot 

jfjL A bufband's office ? fhall, Antipholis, 
Evn in the fpring of love, thy love fprings rot? 
Shall love, in building, grow fo ruinate ? 
If you did wed my fifter for her wealth. 

Then for her wealth's fakeufe her with more kind- 
nefs; 
Or if you like elfewhere, do it by Health ; 

Muffle your falfe love with fome Ihew of blindnefs \ 
Let not my fifter read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own fliame's orator; 
Lookfweet, fpeak fair; become difloyalty: 

Apparel vice, like virtue's harbinger; 
Bear a fair prefence, tho' your heart be tainted : 

Teach fin the carriage of a holy faint; 
Be fecret-falfe : what need (he be acquainted? 

What fimple thief brags of his own attaint? 
'Tis double wrong, to truant *\vith your bed. 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a.battard fame, well managed ; 

HI deeds are doubled with an evil word : 
Alas, poor women! make us but believe, 

Being compaft of credit, that you love us ; 
Tho' others have the arm, (hew us the fleeve : 

We in your motion turn,- and you may move us. 

Vol. IV. G Then, 
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Then, gentle brother, get you in again; 

CoroTort my fifter, chear her, call her wife; 
"Tis holy fport to^be a little vain, 
. When the fweet breath of flattery conquers ftrife, 

S, Ant. Sweet miflrefs, (what your name is clfc, I 
know not; 

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine :) 
Lefs in your knowledge and your grace you (how not 

Than our earth's wonder, more than earth divine« 
Teach m^, dear creature, how to think and fpeak; 

Lay open to my earthy grofs conceit, 
Smother'd in errors, feeble, (hallow, weak. 

The foulded meaning of your words' deceit ; 
Againft my foul's pure truth why labour you. 

To make it wander in an unknown field ? 
Are you a God ? would you create me new ? 

Transform me then, and to your pow'r Til yield. 
But if that I am I, then, well I know. 

Your weeping filler is no wife of mine ; 
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe ; 

Far more, fay more, to you do I decline. 
Oh, train me not, fweet mermaid, with thy note. 

To drown me in thy fifter's flood of tears ; 
Sing, Siren^ for thyfclf^ and I will dote ; 

Spread o'er the filver waves thy golden hairs. 
And as a bed I'll take thee, and there lie : 

And in that glorious fuppofition think, 
He gains by death, that hath fuch means to die ; 

Let love, being light, be drowned 'if (he fink. 

Luc, What, are you mad, that you do reafon f o ? 

S. Ant. Not mad, but mated ; how, I do not know. 

Lu€, It is a fault that fpringeth from your eye. 

S. Ant, For gazing on your beams, fair fun, being 
by. . 

Luc- Gaze where you (hould, and that will clear 
your fight. 

S, Ant. As good to wink, fweet love, as look on 
night. 

Luc, 
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Luc. Why call you me, love ? call my fifter To. 

S, Ant Thy lifter's fiOer. 

Ltic. That's my lifter. 

S. Ant. No ; 
It IS tbyfelf, mine own felfs better part : 
Mine eye's clear eye, ray dear heart's <leajer heart, 
My food, my fortune, and my fwcet hope's aim» 
My fole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim. 

Luc. All this my fifter is, or dfe fhould be. 

S. Afit Call thyfclf fi.fter, fweet ; for I mean thee : 
Thee will I love, and witli thee lead my Jife; 
Thou haft no hufband yet, nor I no wife. ) 

Give me thy hand. 

Luc. Oh, foft. Sir, hold you ftill ; 
I'll fetch my fifter, to get her good will. 

[Exk Luciana. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Dromio of Syracufe. 

S. Ant. \7K7HY, how now, Dr^mio^ where run'ft 
VV thoufofaft? 

5. Dro. Do you know me. Sir? am I Dremio? am I 
your man? am I myfelf ? 

<S. Ant. Thou art Dromio^ thou art my man, thou 
art thyfelf. 

S. Dro. I am an afs, I am a woman's man, and be- 
fides myfelf. 

S. Ant. What woman's man ? and how bcfides thy- 
felf? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, befides myfelEr I ^m due to a 
woman ; one that claims me, one that hunts me, one 
that will have me. 

S. Ant. What claim lays (he to thee ? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, fuch a claim as you would lay 

to your horfe ; and (he would have me as a beaft : not 

that, I being a beaft, flie would have me ; but that 

flie, being a very bcaftly creature, lays claim to me. 

C « S. Ant. 
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S. Ant. What isflie? 

S. Dro. A very reverent body ; ay, fuch a one as a 
man may not fpeak of, without he fay. Sir reverence : 
I have but lean luck in the match ; and yet is (he a 
wondVous fait marriage. . , . 

S. Ant. Howdoft thou mean, a fat niarriage? 

5. Dro* Marry, Sir, flie's the kitchen-wencb, and 
all greafe : and I know not what ufe to put her to, but 
to make a lamp of her, and run from h^r by her own 
light. J warrant, her rags, and the tallow in them, 
will burn a Lapland winter: 'if Ihc lives 'till doomf- 
day, ihe'U burn a week longer than the whole world. 

S. Ant. What complexion is flie of? 

S. Dro. Swart, like my (hoe, but her*face nothing 
like fo clean kept ; for why ? fhe fweats, a man may 
go over flioes in the grime of it. 

S. Ant. That's a fault, that water will mend. 

S. Dro, No, Sir, 'tis in grain ; fs'oah^ flood could 
not doit. 

S, Ant. What's her name? 

S. Dro. Nell^ Sir; — but her name and three Quar- 
ters (that is, an ell and three quarters) will not mea- 
fure her from hip to hip. 

S, Ant. Then Ihe bears fome breadth ? 

S. Dro. No longer from head to foot, than from 
hip to hip : flie is fpherical, like a globe: 1 could 
find out countries in her. 

S. Ant. In what part of her body ftands Ireland? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, in her buttocks; I found it 
out by the bogs. 

5. Ant. Where Scotland ? 

S. Dro. I found it out by the barrcnnefs, hard in 
the palm of her hand. 

S. Ant. Where France? 

S. Dro. In her forehead ; arm'd and reverted, 
making war againft her heir. 

5.^71/. Where England? 

S. Dro» I look'd for the chalky cliffs, but I could 

find 
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find no whitenefs in them ; but I guefs, it flood in 
her chin, by the fait rheum that ran Jjetwecn franr^ 
and it. 

S. Ant. Where Spain f 

S. Dro. Faith, I faw it not, but I felt it hot in her 
breath. ^ 

iS» Ant, Where America^ the Indies? 

S. Dro. Oh, &ir, upon her nofe, "qII o'er cmbellifli'd 
with rubies, carbuncles, faphires ; declining their 
rich afped to the hot breath of Spain^'who fent whole 
armadoes of carraAs to be ballaft at her nofe. 

5. Ant. Where flood Belgia^ the J^etkerlands f 

S. Dro. Oh, Sir, 1 did not look fo low. * To con- 
clude, this drudge of the devil, this diviner, laid 
claim to me, called me Dromio^ fwore I was affur'dto 
her, told me what privy marks I had about me, as 
the marks of my Cbouider, the mole in my neck, the 
great wart oti 'my left arm, that I, amaz'd, ran from 
her as a witchi; And, I think, if ray breaft had .not 
been made of .faith, and my heart of.flccl, fbe had 
trans formM mje to a curtal-dog, and made. m'Q turn 
i'th' wheel.: | . 

S. Ant, Go, hie thee prefently ; foft to the road; 
And if the wind blow any way from fhore, 
I will not harbour in this town to night. 
If any bark put forth, come to the marc ; 
Where I will walk, 'till you return to me: 
If every one know us, and we know none, 
Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack and be gone. 

5. Dro. As froea a bear a man would run for life. 
So fly Ifrom her that would be my wife. [Exit. 

* to conclude, this drudge^ or diviner y laid claim to meC\ A little lower, 
he calls her Witch. A Word is .ccrtaii^y drqpt out of jUc Text. We 
Ihould read, • * ' 

this drudge of the devil, this divirur,' 
Drudge of the Devil, is the right Pariphrafis for a WiUh, 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV, . 

S. Ant. nr^HERE's none but witches do inhabft 

X here ; 

And thciefore 'tis high time that I were hence : 
She, thiat doth call me hulband, even ray foul 
Doth for a wife abhor. But her fair fifter, 
Poffeft with fuch a gentle fovereign grace. 
Of fuch enchanting prefchcc and difcourfe, 
Hath almoll.made me traitor to myfelf : 
But left myfelf be guilty of felf-wrong, 
I'll ftopmine ears againft the mermaid^s fongr 

, . Enter Angelo, loith a chain. 

Ant. MdiRer Antipholis 

S. Ant, Ay, that's my name. 
Ang. I know it well, Sir; lo, here is the chain ; 
I thought to hive ta'en you at the Forcupine ; 
The chain, unfiniQi'd, made me ftay thus long. 
5. Ar' What is your will, that J Ihall do with 
•ais? 
^Ang. What pleafe yourfclf, Sir ; I have made it 
for you. 
S. Ant, Made it for me. Sir ? I befpoke it not. 
Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times, you 
hav^^ 
Go home with it, and pleafe your wife withal ; 
And foon at fupper-time Tli viGt yoo. 
And then receive my money for the chain. 

5. Ant. I pray you. Sir, receive the money now : 
For fear you ne'er fee chain, nOr money^more. 
■ Ang. You are am'erry man, Sir; fare you well. 

:•.. . [^^it. 

S. Ant. What.Idhould think of this, I cannot tell: 
But this I think, there's no man is fo vain. 
That would refufe fo fair an offer'd chain. 

I fee. 
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I fee, a man here needs not live by fiiifts, 
When in the ftreets, he meets fuch golden gifts : 
ril to the mart, and there for Dromf(? ftay ; 
If any ihip put out, then flraight away. [Exit. 



A C T IV. S C E N E L 

The St REE T. 

Enter a Merchant^ Angelo, and an Officer. 

Merchant. 

YO U know, fince Tentecqft the fum is due ; 
And {ince I have not much importuned you; 
Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To ferfia^ and want gilders for my voyage : 
Therefore make prefent fatisfaAion ; 
Or ril attach you by this officer. 

Ang. Ev^n juft the fum, that I do owe to you. 
Is growing to me by ArUipholis; 
And, in the icjlant that I met with you. 
He had of me a chain: at five o^cIock, 
I fhall receive the money for the fame : 
Pleafe you but walk with me down to his houfe, 
I will difcharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Enter Antipholis o/Ephefus, and Dromio ^Ephefui 
as from the Courtezans. 

Offi. That labour you may fave: fee, where he 

comes. 
E. Ant. While I go to the goldfmith's houfe, go 
thou 
And buy a rope's end; that will I beftow 
Among my wife and her confederates. 
For locking me out of my doors by day. 
But, foft; I fee the gpldfmith: get thee gone. 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

C 4 £. Dro. 
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E. Dro* I buy a thoufand pound a year ! I buy a 
rope! [Exit D r o m io . 

E. Ant. A man is well holpup, that irufts to you: 
1 promifed your prefcnce, and the ch^in ; 
But neither chain, nor goldftnith, came to me : 
Belike, you thought, our love would laft too long 
If it were chained together; therefore came not. 

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note. 
How much your chain weighs to the utmoft carrat; 
The fincnefs of the gold, the chargeful faQiion ; 
Which do amount to three odd ducats more, 
Than I (land debted to this gentleman; 
I pray you, fee him prefently difcharg'd ; 
For he -is bound to fea, and flays but ibr it. 

£. Ant, I am not furnifla'd with the prcfent money ; 
Befides, I have fome bufinefs in the town ; 
Good Signior, take the Aran get to my houfe. 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Difburfe the fum on the receipt thereof; 
Perchance, I will be there as foon as you. 

Ang. Then you will bring the chain to bcr your- 
felf ? 

E.Ant. No ; bear it with you, left I come not time 
enough. 

Ang. Well, Sir, I will: have you the chain about 
you? 

E. Ant. An if I have not. Sir, I hope, you have : 
Or elfe you may return without your money. 

Ang. Nay, come, I prey you. Sir, give me the chain; 
Both wind and tide ftay for this gentleman; 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

E. Ant. Good lord, you ufe this dalliance to excufe 
Your breach of promife to the Porcupine; 
I Ihould have chid you for not bringing it; 
But, like a fhrew, you firft begin to brawl. 

Mer. The hour fteals on; 1 pray you, Sir, difpatch. 

Ang. You hear, how he importunes me;, the 

chain 

E. Ant. 
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E. Ant. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your 
money. 

Ang. Come, come, you know, I gave it you, ev'n 
now. 
Or fend the chain, or fend me by fomc token. 

E. Ant. Fie, now you run this humour out of 
breath: 
Come, where'*s the chain? I pray you, let me lee it. 

Mer. My bufinefs cannot brook this dalliance : 
Good Sir, fay, whe'r you'll anfwer me, or no ; 
If not, rU leave him to the officer. 

jB. Ant. I anfwer you? why fhould I anfwer you ? 

Ang. The money, that you owe me for the chain. 

E. Ant. I owe you none, 'till I receive the chain. 

Ang. You know, I gave it you half an hour fince. 

E. Ant. You gave me none; you wrong me much 
to fay fo. 

Ang. You wrong me more, Sir, in denying it ; 
Con&der how it ftands upon my credit. 

Mer. Well, officer, arrefl him at my fuit. 

Offi. I do, and charge you in the Duke's name to 
obey me. 

Ang. This touches me in reputation. 
Either donfent to pay the fum for me. 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

E. Ant, Confent to pay for that I never had ! 
Arreft me, foolifli fellow, if thou.dar'ft. 

Ang. Here is thy fee; arreft him, officer ; 
I would not fpare my brother in this cafe. 
If he fliould fcorn me fo apparently. 

Offi^ I do arreft you. Sir; you hear the fuit. 

£. Ant. I do obey thee, 'till I give thee bail. 
But, firrah, you (hall buy this fport as dear 
As all the metal in your (hop will anfwer. 

Ang. Sir, Sir, I Ihall have law in Ephefus^ 
To your notorious fliame, I doubt it not. 

C5 SCENE 
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S C E N E II. 

Enter Dromio q/'Syracufe, /rom the Bay. 

S. ^''^•TV yfA S T E R, there is a bark of Epidamnum, 
IVA That flays. but till her owner comes 
aboard ; 
Then, Sir, flie bears away. Our fraughtage, Sij» 
I have convey'd aboard ; and I have bought 
The Oil^ the Balfamum, and Aqua-vita, 
The (hip is in her trim; the merry wind 
Blows fair from land ; they ftay for nought at all. 
But for their owner> mafter, and yourfelf. 

E. Ant. How now ! a mad man i why, thou peeyiik 
ftieep, . . 
What fliip of Epidamnum ftays for me? 

5. Dro. A (hip you fent me to, to hire waftage. 
E, Ant, Thou drunken flave, I fent thee for a rope v 
And told thee .to what purpofe, and what end. 

S. Dro. You fent me for a rope's-end as foon: 
You fent me to the bay, Sir, for a bark. 

E. Ant. I will debate this matter at more leifure. 
And teach your ears to lift me with more heed. 
To Adriana^ villain, hie thee flraight^ 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the delk 
Thai's cover'd o'er with Turki/h tapcftry. 
There is a purfe of ducats, let her fend it : 
Tell her, 1 am arretted in the llrcet. 
And that fhall bail me^ hie thee, ilave ; be gone : 
On, officer, to prifon 'till it come. [Exeunt. 

S. Dro. To Adriana ! that is where we din'd. 
Where Dowjabel did claim me for her hufband ; 
She is too big, I hope, for me to compafs. 
Thither I mull, altho' againft my will. 
For fervants muft their mafters' minds fulfil. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Changes to E. Antipholis'j Houft. 

Enter Adrian a and Luciana. 

Adv. A H, Lueiana^ did he tempt thee fo ? 

a\ Mighfftthou perceive atiftcrely inhrs eye 
That he did plead in earneft, yea or no ? 
Look'd he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 
What obfervation inad'ft thou in this cafe. 
Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face ? 

Luc. Firft he deny'd, you had in him no right. 

Adr. He meant, he did me none, the more my fpight. 

Luc. Then fwore he, that he was a ftranger here. 

Adr. And true he fwore, thaugh yet forfworn he 
were. 

Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 

Adr. And what faid he ? 

Luc. That love I begg'd for you, he begg'd of me» 

Adr. With what perfuafion clid he tempt thy love ? 

Luc. With wbrds, that in an honeft fuit might move* 
Firft, he did praife my beauty, then my fpeech. 

Adr. Did' It fpeak him fair? 

Luc. Have patience, I befeech, 

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me ftill; 
My tongue, though not my heart, (hall have its wilL 
He is deformed, crooked, old and fere, 
rU-fac'd, worfe-body'd, fiiaplefs every where ; . 
Vicious, ungentle, foolifh, blunt, unkind, 
Stigmatical in nuiking, worfe in mind. 

Luc. Who would be jealous then of fuch a one? 
No evil loft is waiFd, when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah ! but I think him better than I fay. 
And yet, would herein others' eyes were worfe r 
Far frdm her ncft the lapwing cries away; 

My heart prays for him, tho' my tongue do curfe. 
C6 SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Dromio of Syracufe. 
S. Bro. TT ERE, go ; the deflc, the purfe ; fwect 
XjL now, make hafte. 
Luc» How haft thou loft thy breath? 
5. Dto. By running faft. } . . 

Adr, Where is thy mafter, Dr(mio? is he well? 
S. Dro. No, he's in Tartar Limbo^ worfe than hell ; 
A devil in an everlafting garment hath him, ' 
One, whofe hard heart is button'd up with fteel: 
A fiend, a fury, pitilefs and rought, 
A wolf, nay, worfe, a fellow all in buff; 
A back-friend, aflioulder-clapper, one that commands 
The paftages of allies^ creeks, and narrow lands ; 
A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot 

well ; 
One, that, before the judgment, carries poor fouls to 
hell. . • 
Adr. Why, man, what is the matter? 
S, Dro. I do not know the matter : he is 'reftcd on 
the cafe. 

Adr. What, is he arrefted ? tell me, at wrhofe fuit. 
S. Dro, I know not at whofe fuit he is arrefted, 
well ; but he's in a fuit of bufF, which 'refted him, 
tjiat I can tell. Will you fend him, miftrefs, redemp- 
tion, the money in his deik ? 

Adr, Go fetch it, filler. This I wonder at, 

[Exit Luciana. 
That he, unknown to me, fliould be in debt I 
Tell me, was he arrefted on a bond ? 

S, Dro, Not on a bond, but on a ftronger thing, 
A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ring? 
Adr. What, the chain? 

S. Dro, No, no ; the bell ; 'tis time ^at I were 
gone. ' , 

It 



The Comedy ^Errors. 37 

It was two erq I. left him, and now the clock flrikes 

one. 

Adr, The hours come hack ! that I did never hear. 

5. Dro, Oyes, if any hour meet a ferjeant, a* turns 

, back for very fear. 

Adr, As if time were in debt ! hovv fondly doft 

thou reafon ? 
S, Dro. Time i$ a very bankrout, and owes more 
thap he's worth, to feafon. 
Nay, he's a thief too; have you not heard men fay» 
That Time comes Sealing on by night and day? 
If Time be in debt and theft, and a ferjeant in the way. 
Hath he not reafon to turn back an hour in a day? 

Enter Luciaha. 
Adr. Go, Dromio; there's the money, bear it firaight. 
And bring thy mafter home immediately. 
Come, filler, 1 am preft down with conceit ; 

. Conceit, my comfort and my injury, [Exeunt,. 

SCENE V. ■ . 

Changes to the Street. 

Enter AntiphoVis of SyTdiCu£e. 

S. Ant. »^r' here's not a man I meet, but doth 

X . falute me. 
As if I were their well-acquainted friend; 
And every one doth call me by my name. 
* Some tender money to me, fome invite me ; 
Some other give me thanks for kindneffes ; 
Some offer me commodities to buy. 
Ev'n now a taylOEcall'd me in his Qiop, 
And fhow'd me.filks that he had bought for me. 
And therewithal took meafiire of my body. 
Sure, tbefe are but imaginary wiles. 
And Lapland forcerers inhabit here. 

Enter 
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-Enr^r Drbmio o/'Syracufcr 

S, Dro. Mafter, here's the gold you feet the for ; 
■what, have you got rid of the pifture of old Adam 
new-apparerd ? 

S. Ant, What gold is this? what Adam doft thou 
. mean ? 

5. Dro. Not that Adam, that kept the paradlfe \ hue 
that Adam^ that keeps theprifon ; he that goes in the 
calves-(kin, that was kilFd for the prodigal ; he that 
came behind you. Sir, like an evil angel, and bid 
you forfake your liberty. 

S, Ant, I underfland thee not. 

S. Dro. No ? why, 'tis a plain cafe; he that went 
like a bafe-viol in a cafe of leather; the man, Sir, 
that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and 
'refls them; he^Sir, that takes pity on decayed m!en, 
and gives 'em fuits of durance; *he, that fets up his 

* he, that fets up his icR to do more exploits tifith his msce^ than a nior> 
n^pike.] Sets up his Rejl^ is a Phrafe taken from MUitaiy Exercifc. 
When Gunpowder was firft invented, its Force was very weak com- 
'pared to that in prefent Ufe. This neceffariiy required Fire-Arms to 
be of an extraordinary Length. As theArtifts improved the Strength 
of their Powder, the Soldiers proportion ably fhortned their Arms 
and Artillery ; fo thai the Cannon which Froijfart tells us was once 
fifty Foot long, was contraded to lefs than ten. This Proportion 
likewife held in thei^ Mufkets; fo that, till the middle of the lafi 
Century, the Muflceteers always fupported their Pieces when they 
gave Fire, with a Reji ftuck before them into the Ground, wiiich 
5iey C3\\zd Jetting up their Reft, and is here alluded to. There is an- 
other quibbling Allufion too to the Serjeant's Office of Arrefting. 
But what moft wants Animadverfion is the Morrw-/ni^, which is witl - 
out Meaning, impertinent to the Senfe, and falfe in the AUufion ; 
no Pike being ufed among the Dancers fo called, or at lead not 
fam'd for. much Execution. In a Word, Shakejpear wrote, 

a Maurice- fti^, 
i, e. a Pikeman of Prince Maurices Army. He was the* greateft 
General of that Age, and the Condu^or of, the Low-Country Wars 
againft Spain^ under whom all the Englifk Gently and Nobility were 
bred to the Service. Being frequently overborne with Numbers, he 
became Famous for his fine Retreats, in which a Stand of Pikes is 
of great Service. Hence the Pikes of his Army became Famous for 
their Military Exploits.- 

reft 
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reft to do more exploits with his mace, than a Mau* 

S. Ant, What ! thou mean'ft an officer? 
5. Dro, Ay, Sir, theferjeant of the band ; he, that 
brings any man to anfwer it, that breaks his bond; 
one that thinks a man always going to bed, and faith, 
God' give you good reft ! 

5, Ant, Well, Sir, there reft in your foolery. 
Is there any ftiip puts forth to night? may we be 
gone ? 
S. Dro, Why, Sir, I brought you wordan hour 
fince, that the bar.k Expedition puts forth to night, 
and then were you hinderM by the ferjeant, to tarry 
for the hoy Delay; here are the angels that you fent 
for, to deliver you. 

, S, Ant. The fellow is diftra^l, and fo am I, 
And here we wander in illuiions ; 
Some blefled power deliver us from hence! 

SCENE VI. 

Enter a Courtezan. 

Cowr. "Wf^ l-^L Hict, well met, mafter Antipholis. 

V V I fee. Sir, you have found the goldfmith 
now: 

Is that the chain, you pfomis'd me to day? 

S. Ant. Satan, avoid! I charge thee, tempt me not» 

5. Dro. Mafter, is this miftrefs Satan ? 

S. Ant. It is the devil. , 

S. Dro. Nay, flie is worfe, fhe's the devil's <4am ; 

and here flie comes in the habit of a light wench, and 

thereof comes, that the wenches fay, God dam me, 

that's as much as to fay, God make me a light wench. 

It is written, they appear to men like angels of light; 

light is an effed of fire, and fire will burn; ergo, light 

wenches will burn ; come not near her. 

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry. 

Sir. 
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Sir. Will you go with mc, we'll mend our dinner 
here ? 

5. Dro, Ntafter, if you do exped fpoon-meat, bc- 
fpeak a long fpoon. 

S. Ant. Why, Vromio f 

S, Dro. Marry, he n^iuft have a long fpoon, tliat 
muft eat with the devil. 

5. AnL Avoid then, fiend ! what telFft thou me of 
fupping? 
Thou art, as you arc all, a forcerefs : 
I conjur^ thee to leave me, and be gone. 

Cour, Give me the ring of mine, you had at dinner. 
Or for my diamond the chain you promised, 
And ril be gone. Sir, and not trouble you* 

S, Dro. Some devils a(k but the parings of oner's 
nail, a ru(h, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut, 
a cherry-ftone : but (he, more covetous, would have 
a chain. Mafier, be wife ; an if you give it her, the 
devil will fliake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Cour, I pray you, Sir, my ring, or elfi? the chain; 
I hope, you do not mean to cheat me fo ? [go. 

S. Ant. Avaunt, thou witch ! come, Dromio^ let us. 

5. Dro. Fly pride, fays the peacock; miftrefs, that . 
you know. ' [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Manet Courtezan. 

Cour. TVJO^^ o^^ of doubt, Antipholis is mad; 

X^ Elfe would he never fo demean himfelf. 
A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats. 
And for the fame he promised me a chain ; 
Both one, and other, he denies me now. 
The reafon, that I gather, he is mad, 
(Befides this prefent inftance of his rage) 
is a mad tale he told to day at dinner. 
Of his own door being (hut againft his enti^nce. 
Belike, his wife, acquainted with his fits, 

On 
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On purpofe (hut the doors againft his way- 

My way is now to hie home to his houfe. 

And tell his wife, that, being lunatic. 

He rulh'd into my houfe, and took perforce , 

My ring away. This courfe I fitteft chufe; 

For forty ducats is too much to lofe. [Exit. 

SCENE VIII. 

Changes to the Street, 

Enter Antipholis (j/Ephefus, with a Jailor* 

E. Ant. T?EAR me not, man; I will not break 

X^ away ; 

ril give thee, ere I leave thee, fo much money, • 
To warrant thee, as I am 'retted for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to day, 
And will not lightly truft the meffengcr. 
That I fliould be attached in Ephefus, 
1 tell you, 'twould found harflily in her ears. — -^ 

Enter Dromio ^Ephefus, with a Rope's-end. 
Here comes my man ; I think, he brings the money* 
How now. Sir, have you that I fent you for? 

E, Dro, Here's that, I warrant you, will pay them all. 

E, Ant. But where's the money? 

E, Dro, Why, Sir, I gave the mpney for the rope. 

E, Ant, Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope ? 

£. l)ro, ril ferve you. Sir, five hundred at the rate. 

£. Ant, To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 

E. Dro, To a rope's-end. Sir; and to that end am 
I returned. 

E. Ant. And to that end, Sir, I will welcome you. 

[Beats Dromio. 

OJi, Good Sir, be patient. 

E. Dro. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient ; I am in 
adverfity. 

Offi, Good now, hold thy tongue. 

E.Dro. Nay, rather perfuade him to hold his hands. 

E. Ant. 
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£• Ant, Thou whorfon, fenfelefs villain ! 

£. Dro. I would, I were fenfelefs, Sir, that I might 
not feel your blows. 

E, Ant. Thou art fenfible in nothing but blows, and 
fo is an afs. 

E. l)ro» I am an afs, indeed ; you may prove it by 
my long ears. I have ferv'd him from the hour of 
my nativity to this infiant, and have nothing at his 
hands for my fervice but blows. When I am cold^ 
he heats me with beating ; when I am warm, he cools 
me With beating; I am wak'd with it, when I fleep; 
rais'd with it, when I fit ; driven out of doors with 
it, when I go from home ; welcomM home with it, 
when I return ; nay, I bear it on my fhoulders, as a 
beggar wont her brat ; and, I think, when he hath 
lam'd me, I fliall beg with it from door to door. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and Pinch. 
E. Ant. ^^OME^ go along; my wife is coming 
V>< yonder. 

E. Dro. Miftrcfs, refpkefinem^ rcfpeft your end ; or 
rather the prophecy,like the parrot, beware the rope^s- 
end. 

E. Ant. Wilt thou flill talk ? [Beats Dromio. 

Cour. How fay you now? is not your hufband mad? 

Adv. His incivility confirms no lefs. 
Good Dodor Finch^ you are a Conjurer, 
Efiablifh him in his true fenfe agaiti, 
And I will pleafe you what you will demand. f • 

Luc. Alas, how fiery and how Iharp he looks ! 

Cour^ Mark, how he trembles in his ecftafy ! 

Finch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your 
pulfe. 

E. ^n^' There is my hand, and let it feel your ear. 

Finch. I charge thee, Satan, hous'd within this man. 
To yield poffeflion to my holy prayers ; 

And 
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And to thy ftatc of darknefs hie thee ftraight, 
I conjure thee by all the Saints in lieav'n. 
E. Ant. Peace, doating wizard, peace; I am not 

mad. 
Adr. Oh, that thou wert not, poor diftrefled foul ! 
E.Ant. You minion, you, are thefe your cuftomers ? 
Did this companion with the faffron face 
Hevel and feaft it at my houfe to day, 
Whilft upon me the guilty doors were (hut. 
And I deny'd to enter in my houfe ? 

Adr. Oh, hufband, God doth know, you dinM at 
home. 
Where, 'would you had remained until this time, 
Free from thefe flanders and this open Ihame ! 
£. Ant^ Din'd I at home? thou villain, what fay'ft 

thou ? 
£. Dro. Sir, footh to fay, you did not dine at home. 
E. Ant, Were not my doors lock'd up, and I {hut 

out? 
JB. Dro. Perdic, your doors were lock'd, and you 

{hut out. 
E. Ant. And did not {he herfelf revile me there ? 
E.Dro. Sans fable, {he herfelf rcvil'd you there. 
E. AfU. Did not her kitchen-tnaid rail, taunt, and 

fcorn me ? 
E, Dro. Certcs, {he did, the kitchen-ve{lal fcorn'd 

you. 
E. Ant. And did I not in rage depart from thence ? 
E. Dro. In verity, you did ; my bones bear witnefs. 
That fince have felt the vigour of your rage. • 
Adr, Is't good to footh him in thefe contraries? 
Finch. It is no {hame ; the fellow finds his vein. 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 
E. Ant. Thou haflfuborn'd the goldfmith to arr€{l 

me. 
Adr. Alas, I fent you money to redeem you. 
By Uromio here, who came in hafle for it. 

E. Dro. 
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£. I)ro. Money by me? heart and good will you 
might. 
But, furely, mailer, not a rag of money. 

E. Ant, Went'ft not thou to her for a purfe of du- 
cats? 

Adr, He came to me, and I delivered it. 

Luc* And I am witnefs >^th her, that (he did. 

E.Dro. God and the rope*maker do bear me witnefs, 
That I was fent for nothing but a rope. 

Pinch. Miftrefs, both man and matter are poffeft ; 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks; 
They muft be bound, and laid in fome dark room. 

jE. Ant. Say, wherefore didft thou lock me forth to 
day, 
And why doft thou dcpy the bag of gold ? 

Adr. I did not, gentle hufband, lock thee forth. 

£. Dro, And, gentle raafter, I received no gold. 
But I confefs, Sir, that we were lock'd out. 

Adr. Diffembling villain, thou fpeak'ft falfe in both. 

£• Ant. Diflembling harlot, thou art falfe in all; 
And art confederate with a damned pack. 
To make a loathfome abjeS fcorn of me ; 
But with thefe nails 111 pluck out thofc falfe eyes, 
That would behold in me this fli^meful fport. 

Enter three orfour^ and qfftr to bind him : hejlrives. 

Adr. Oh, bind him, bind him, let him not come 

near me. [him. 

Finch. More company; — the fiend is ftrong within 

Luc. Ay me, poojr man, how pale and wan he 

looks ! 
E. Ant. What, -will you murder me ? thou jailor, 
thou, 
I am thy prifoner, wilt thou fuffer them 
To make a refcue ? 

Offi. Matters ; let him go : 
He is my prifoner, and you fhall not have him. 
Pinch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantic too. 

Adr. 
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Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevifli officer? 
Haft thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and difpleafure to himfcif ? 

Offi. He is my prifoner; if I Jet him go. 
The debt, he owes, will be required of me. 

Adr. I will difcharge thee, ere I go from thee; 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor, 

[They bind Antipholis and Dromio. 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good matter Doftor, fee him fafe convey'd 
Home to my houfe. Oh, moft unhappy day !J 

£, Ant. Oh, moft unhappy ftrumpet ! 

£. Dro. Matter, I'm here entered in bond for you. 

E. Ant. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore doft thou 
mad me ? 

E. Dro, Will you be bound for nothing? be mad, 
good matter ; cry, the devil. 

Luc. God help, poor fouls, how idly do they talk ! 

Adr. Go bear him hence; fif^er, ftay you with me. 
[ExeufU Pinch, Antipholis, and Dromio. 
Say now, whofe fuit is he arretted at? 

s c E N E X. 

Manent Officer^ Adriana, Luciana, and Courtezan. 

Offi. /^NE Ajiglo, a goldfmith; do you know him? 
V-/ Adr. I know the man; what is the f am 
he owes ? 
Offi. Two hundred ducats. 
Adr. Say, how grows it due? 
iJj^i. Due for a chain, your hufband had of him. 
Adr. He did befpeaka chain forme, but had it not. 
Cour. When as your hufband all in rage today 
Came to my houfe, and took away my ring, 
(The ring I faw upon his finger now) 
Straight after, did I meet him with a chain. 
Adr. It may be fo, but 1 did never fee it. 

Come. 
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Come, jailor, bring me where the goldfmith is, 
I long to knoWthe truth hereof at large. 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe, with his Rapier drawn^ 

and Dromio of Syracufe. 
Luc. /^ O D, for thy mercy, they are loofe again. 

vJT Adr. And come with naked fwords'; 
Let's call more help to have them bound again. 
Offi. Away, they'll kill us. [They run out, 

Manent Antipholis and Dromio. 

5. Ant. I fee, thefe witches are afraid of fwords. 

S. Dro. She, that would be your wife, now ran 
from you. 

S. Ant. Gome to the Centaur^ fetch our fluff from, 
thence : 
I long, that we were fafe and found aboard. 

S. Dro. Faith, Bay here this night; they will furely 
do us no harm ; you Taw, they fpake us fair, gave 
us gold ; methinks, thi&y are fuch a gentle nation^ 
that but for the mountain of mad flelh that claims 
marriage of me, I cpuld fii^d in my heart to ftay here 
Hill, and turn witch. 

S. Ant. I will not ftay to-night for all the town ; 
Therefore away, to get our fluff aboard. [Exeunt^ 



A C T V. S C E N E L 

A Street, before a Priory. 
Enter the Merchant awi Angelo, 

A N G E L o. 

I Am forry, Sir, that I have hindered you^ 
But, I proteft, he had the chain of me, 
Tho' moft diflioneftly he doth deny it. 

Mer. 
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Mer, How is the man efteetn'd here in the city? 

Ang. Of very reverent reputation. Sir, 
Of credit infinite, highly belov'd. 
Second to none that lives here in the city; 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Mer, Speak foftly : yonder, as I think, he walks. 

Enter Antipholis and Dromio of Syracufe. 

Ang, ^Tis fo ; and that felf-cliain about his neck. 
Which he forfwore moft monftroufly to have^ 
Good Sir, draw near to me, FU fpeak to him* 
Signior AniiphoUsy I wonder much 
That you Avould put me to this (hame and trouble ; 
And not without foroe fcandal to yourfelf. 
With circum (lance and oaths fo to deny 
This chain, which now you wear fo openly; 
Befides the charge, the fliame, imprifonment. 
You have done wrong to this my honeft friend ; 
Who, but for Haying on our contrpvcrfy. 
Had hoifted fail, and put to fea to day: 
This chain you had of me, can you deny it ? 

iS, AnL I think, I had; I never did deny it. 

Mer. Yes, that you did. Sir; and forfwore it too. 

S, Ant, Who heard me to deny it, or forfwear it? 

Mer. Thefe. ears of mine, thou knoweft, did hear 
thee: 
Fie on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity, that thou liv'ft 
To walk where any honeft men refort, 

S. Ant. Thou art a villain, to impeach me thus, 
ril prove mine honour and my honefty 
Againft thee prefenily) if thou dar ft ftand. 

Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

[They draw» 

SCENE 11: 



Enter Adriana, Luciana Courtezan^ and others^ 
, hurt hii 
is mad; 



Adr. TT OLD, hurt him not, for God's fake; he 



Some 
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Some get within him, take his fword away: 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to myhoufe. 

S. Dto, Run, mafter, run ; foT God's fake, take a 
houfe ; 
This is fome Priory; in, or we are fpoil'd. 

[Exeunt to the Priory. 

Enter Lady Abbeft. 

Abb. Be quiet, peoplej wherefore throng you hi- 
ther? 

Adr, To fetch my poor diftrafted hufband hence 5 
Let us come in, tha< we may- bind him- fall, 
Arid bear him home fof his recovery^. ' 

Ang. I knew, he was not in his perfed wits. 

Mer. I'm forry now, that I did draw on him. 

Abb. How long hath this poffeffion held the man? 

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, fower, fad. 
And much, much different from the man he was : 
But, 'till this afternoon, his paflion • 
Ne'er brake into extremity bf rage.' 

Abb, Hath he not loft much wealth by wreck at fea? 
Bury'd fome dear friend? hath not elfe his eye 
Stray'd his affe<3ion in unlawful lovej? 
A fin, prevailing much in youthful men, 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 
Which of thefe forrows is he fubjeft to ? • 

Adr. To none of thefe, except it be tlie laft.; 
Namely, fome love, that drew him oft from home. 

Abb. You Ihould for that have reprehended him. 

Adr. Why, fo I did. 

Abb. Ay, but not rough enough.- 

Adr. As roughly, as my raodefty would let me. 
.Abb. Haply, in private. 
Adr. And in affemblies too. 
Abb. Ay, but not enough. , 
Adr, It was the copy of our conference. 
In bed, he flept not lor my urging it ; 

At 
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At board, he fed not for my "urging it ; 
Alone, it was the fubjeft of ray theme ; 
In company, I often glanc'd at it ; 
Still did I tell him, it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And therefore came it, that the man was mad' 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman . 

Poifon more deadly, than a. mad dog's tooth. . 
It feems, his fleeps were hinder'd by thy railing; 
And thereof comes it, that his head is light. 
Thou fay'ft, his meat was faucM with thy upbraidings^ 
Unquiet meals make ill digeflions; 
Thereof the raging fire of fever bted; 
And what's a fever, but a fit of madnefs ? . 
Thou fay'ft, his fports were hindered by thy brawls. 
Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth cnfue, 
But moody and dull melancholy, 
[Kinfman to grim and corafortlefs defpair?] 
And at her heels a huge infedious troop 
Of pale diftemperatures, and foes to lifei 
In food^ in fport, and life-preferving reft, ' 
To be difturb'd, would mad or man or beaft'J 
The confequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have feared thy hu(band from the ufeof wits. 

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly, 
When he demeaned himfelf rough, rude and wildly ; 
Why bear you thefe rebukes,- and anfw>er not? 

Adr, She did betray me to ray own reproof. 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

Abb. No, not a creature enter in my houfe. 

Adr. Then, let your fervants bring my hufband 
forth. 

Abb. Neither ; he took this place for fanSuary, 
And it {hall privilege him from your hands ; 
'Till 1 have brought him to his wits again. 
Or lofe my labour in aflaying it. 

Adr. I will attend my hulband, be his nurfe. 
Diet his ficknefs, for it is my office; 

Vol. IV. D And 
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And will have-no attorney but my£elf ;' 

And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Abb. Be patient, for I will not let Iiim ftir, 
'Till I have, u&d th' approved means I have. 
With wholfome firups, drugs, and holy prayers 
To make of him a formal man again ; 
It is a branch and parcel. of mine oath, 
A charitable duty of my order ; 
Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

- Adr. I will not hence, and leave my hulbandhere; 
And ill'it doth befeem your holinels 
To feparate the huiband and the wife. 

Abb. Be quiet and depart, thou (bait not have him. 

Luc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity. 

[£xi/Abbcfs. 

Adr, Come, go ; I will fall proftrate at his feet. 
And never rife, until my tears and prayers 
Have won his Grai:e to come in perfon hither ; 
And take perforce my holband from the Abbefs. 

Mer. By this, I; think, the dial points at five : 
Anon, Fm fure^ the Duke himfelf in perfon 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale ; 
The place of death and fbrry execution. 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Ang. Upon what caufe ? 

Mtr, jTq foe a reverend Symctifan merchant, 
Who put' unluckily into this bay 
Againft the laws and ilatutes of this town. 
Beheaded publicly for his oifence. 

Ang. Sec, where they come; we will behold his 
death. 

Imc. Kneel to' the Duke, before he pafs the abbey. 



SCENE 
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S G E N E III. 

EnUr the Thtkt^ and iEgeon bare-headed; with the Headf- 

many arid other Officers. 
Duke, "TJ ET once again proclaim it publicly, 

jL If any friend will pay the fum for him. 
He (hall not die, (6 muci we tender) hifti. 

Adr. Juftice, mod facred Duke, againft the Abbefs. 

Duke, She is a vir(uo>us ^nda rQverend Lady; 
It cannot be, that flie hath done thee wrong. 

Adr, May *t pleafe your Grace, Antipholis my hufr 
' band, 
(Whom I made lord of me and M I had. 
At your imporlant letters,) this ill day 
A moft outrigedus fit of tnadnefs took him ; ' 

That dcfpVately he hurry'd through theftrecl,' 
With him his bondman all as mad as he, 
l>oingdifpleafure to the citizens. 
By rufhing in their houfes ; bearing thence 
Rings,'jjewils'i any .thing his rage did like. 
Once did I-get him bound< aiid'fcnt him hotne, 
Whilft to taittf order for th% wrongs I went. 
That here arid there his fury had -committed: 
Anon,' i y^ot not by what^ llrong eft ape, 
He broke from thofe, that had the guard of him: 
And, with his mad attendant mad himfelf. 
Each one with ireful paffion, wiHh drawn fwords. 
Met us again, a<nd, madly bent on us, 
ChasM us away: -till, raifing of more aid^ 
We came again to bind them; ihen they fled 
Into this abbey, whither we purfu'd them; 
And here the Abbefs (huts the gates on us, 
And will not fufFer us to fetch him out. 
Nor fend him forth, that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, moft gtacioiis Duke, with thy command. 
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 

Duke. Long finca thy hulband ferv'd me in my wars. 
And I to thee engaged a Prince's word, 

-^■' ■ 8 (When 
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(When thou didft make him mafter pf thy bed,) 
To do him all the grace and good I could. 
Go, fome of you, knock at the abbey-gate ; 
And bid the lady abbefe come to mp, 
I will determine this, before I ftir. 

■ s'G EN E IV. ^ 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mejf. /^ Miflrefs, miftrefs, ftift and fave yourfclf ? 
\J My mafter and his man are both broke 
loofe. 
Beaten the maids a- row, and bound the doftor, . 
Whofe beard they have fing'd off with brands of fire; 
And ever as it blaz'd, th6y threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire tQ quench t^he hair; 
My mafter preaches patience to biin,>nd the while 
His man with fciilars nicks him likp a fpol : 
And, fure, unlefs you fend foinp pj-pfcnt^help,. -x ;^j 
Between them they will kill the (^Dnjurer. . . ; 

Adr. Peace, fool, thy ^^ft<er and.bis^njb^aare %e^tfii 
And that is falfe, thou doft report to us. 

MeJf, Miftrefs, upon my life, I tell you true ; 
I have not breath'd almoft^ fince I did fee it. 
He crys for you, and vows if he can take you* 
To fcotch your ffic^, 3nd to disfigure you. 

[Cry within. 
Hark, hark, I hear him, miftrefs : fly, be gone. 

Dukep Come, ftand by me, fear nothing: guatd 
with halberds. 

Adr, Ay me, it is my hulband ; .witnefs you, 
That he is borne about invifible f 
Ev'n now we Kous'd him in the abbey here, 
And now he's there, paft thought of human reafon. 



SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

ErUer AntiphoUs, and Dromio o/^Ephefus. 
£. Ant. T U S TI C E, moft gracious Duke, oh, grant 

J me juftice. 
Ev^ti fot the fervke that long fince I did thee, 
When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took. 
Deep fcars to fave thy life,* even for the blood 
That then I loft for thee, now grant me juftice. 

^geon. Unkfs the feat of deilh doth make me dote; 
I fee ray fon Antiphalis, and Droinio, 

JE. Ant, Juftice, f^eet Prince,- againft that woman 
there t • 

She whom thou gav'ft to me to be my wife ; 
That hath abufed and difhonourM me, 
Ev'n in the fttength and height of injury. 
Beyond imagination is the wrong, 
That flie this day hath ftiamelefs thrown on me. 

Duke, Difcover how, and thou flialt find me juft. 

E. Ant. This day, greit Duke, ihe fliut the doors 
upon me ; 
Whilft (h6 with harlots feafted in my houfc. 

Duke. A grievous fault ; fay, woman, didft thou fo? 

Adr. No^ my good lord: myfelf, he and myfifter, 
To day did dine together : fo befal my foul, 
As this is falfe, 'he burdetis me withal! 

Luc. Ne er may 1 look on day, nor fleep on night, 
But flie tells to your highnefs fimplc truth I 

Ang. O, perjur'd woman I they are both forfwom. 
In this the mad-man juftly chargeth them. 

E. Ant. My Liege, I am advifed, what I fay. 
Neither diftnrb'd with the effeft of wine. 
Nor, hardy-ra(h, provok'd with raging ire •, 
Albeit, my wrongs might make one wifer mad. 
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner; 
That goldfmith there, were he ncft pack'd with her, 
Could witncfs it 5 for he was with me then ; 

D3 Who 
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Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 

Promifing to bring itiq the Porcupine^ 

Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 

I went to feeJt him ;, j,rfc the flreet I nieU liina, . . 

And in his company that gentlejOaan- 

There did this pecjur'd goJfdfrpitk fwea:r irte down. 

That I this day from himreceiv'd the chain t 

Which, God he knows, I faw not ; for -the whicbv 

He did arreft me with an. officer, j, l . 

I did obey, and Ifint my |>€afant J&pm^ . .. 

For certain ducats; h^ with none rettMm'd; r -. 

Then fairly J betpoKe tb^ office^v . f : ,: 

To go in perfon with me to my houfe* 

By th' way we met my wife:, her fiftec, and 

A rabble more of viJeconffidcratep; 

They brought one Finch^ a hungry liean-fac'd vifiiao, 

A mere anatomy, .a m^.Uftlitb?L)ik% \ •■ • [. 

A tlue^d-bate juggler^ ajjd.a fbviiupe-'telicr, t.i . 

A.needy, b(oMoW-rey'<iU fltarplpjc^king wretch,- 

A li\"ing dejd.naati. . This pernipiotis flave, . . 

Forfooth, took on him as a conj^urer ; 

And, gazing in roy eyes, fueling my pulfc. 

And with no-face, as 'twere, out- facing me. 

Cries out, I was poflift,. Tb^n all togjciher 

They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence i 

And in a dark arid dankiih vault at. h.cmve 

There left me and my jnan, both; bound together; 

'Till, gnawing with my leclh my bonds aiunder, 

I gain'd my freedom, and immediately 

Ran hither to your Grace; whom I befeech 

To give meample fsitisfaftion^ 

For thefe deep, {hames. and gt^at indignities. 

Ajig. My lord, in truth, lhu3 far I witncfi \vit& him ; 
That be din'dnot at home, but. was lock'd out. 

Duke. But had he fuch a chain of thee, or no ? 

Ang. He had, my, lord; and when he ran in here, 
Thefe people fa w the chain about his neck. 

Mer. 
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Mer. Befides I wilt be fworn, thefe ears olf ^iifine 
Heard you confefs, you had the chain of him, 
After you firft forfwore it on the «iart; 
And thereupon I drew my fword on yoil ; 
And then you fled into this abbey here, 
From whence, I think, youVe come by miratle: 

jB. Ant. I never came within thefe abbey walls, 
Nor ever didft thou draw thy fword oft me ; - 
I never faw the chain, fo help me heav'n ! 
And this is falfe, you burden me withal. 

Duke Why, what an intricate impeach is this ? 
I think, you all have drunk of Circe's cup : 
If here you hous'd hini, here he would have b^n; 
If he were mad, he would not plead fo coldly : 
You fay, he din'd at home; the goldfmith here 
Denies that faying. Sirrah, what fay you? 

£. Dro. Sir, he din'd with her there, at the Por- 
cupine. 

Couf. He did, and from Aiy finger fnatch'd tliat 
ring, 

E. Ant, 'Tis true, ray Liege, this ring I had of heri 

Duke. Saw'ft thouhim enter at the abbey here ? 

Cour. As fute, my Liege, as I do fee yblif Graced 

Duke. Why,' this is ftrange ; go oali the Abbeft 
hither-; 
I think, you are all mated, otr ftark mad. ' ' 

' [Exit oiie to the Ahhefs: 

• SG E N £-• VI;/:' *'^-' ' '^ 

£,geon. TV yfO ST mighty Duke, voiiehfafc nqe fpeak 
iVl a word: \"" 

Haply, I fee a friend, will fave my life; ' ' 

And pay the fum that may deliver me. 

Duke, Speak freely, Sj^tf^w/ift, what thou wilt. ', , 
yEgeon. Is not your name, SiT\\ c^lVd Mipholis f 
And is not that your hond'ioaz)d' Dromio f ' ' 
' E, Dro. Within this hour I was his bond-man. 
Sir, D 4 But 
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But be, I thank him, gnaw'd in two ray cards ; 
Now am I Dromio^ and his man unbound. 

jEgeon. I am fure, you both of you remember me. 

E, Dro. Ourfelvcs we do remember. Sir, by you ; 
For lately we were bound, as you are now. 
You are not Phtch's patient, are ybu, Sir ? 

^^W*. -Why look you ftrange an me? you know 
me vyell. 

£. Ant. I never fay you in my life, 'till now. 

jEgeon, Oh ! grief hath changM me, fince you faw 
me laft; 
And careful hours with time's deformed hand 
Hayewriiten ftrange defeatures in my face ; 
But tell me yet, doft thou not know my voice? 

E,^ni. ISeither. 

/Egeon. Dromh,, nor thoiv? 

^»J)ro». No, truft me,' Sir, nor L 

jEgeon, 1 am fure, thou doft. 

E, Dr(\. I, Sir ? but I am ftire, I do not s and what- 
foever a man denies, you are now bound to believe 
him. I ■(■ 

i£geon. Not know my voice! oh^ timfe'js cxtreftxity ! 
Haft thou fo crack'd and fplitted my poor tongue 
in feven fhorit years, that here, my only fon 
Knows not my feeble key ofuntun'd cares? 
Tbo' now .this grained face pf miqe be hid . 
Ip/;3fprC,0pfvii?iing winter's drizzled foow, 
Atid all the conduits of my blood froze up; 
Yet hath my njght of life fome' mehiary ; 
My wafting lamp fome fading glimmer left, 
My dull dcafjears a little ufe to hear : 
All theie hold witnefles I cannot err, 
Tell me thou |irt my Ion Antipholis,. 

E, Ant. I never faw my father in my life. 

/Egton. But feven years fmce, in Syracuja-h^y ^ 
Thou know'ft, we parted ; but, perhaps, my fon, 
Thou ftiam'ft t'acknqwledge me in mifery. 

E. Ant. 
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E. Ant. The Duke, and all that know me in the 
city. 
Can witnefs with me that it is not fo : 
I ne'er faw Syracufa in my life. 

Duke, I tell thee, Syracitfan, twenty years 
Have I been Patron to Antipholis^ 
During which time he ne'er faw Syracufa : 
I fee, thy age and dangers make thee doat. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter the Abbefs with Antipholis Syraciltan, and Dro- 

mio Syracufan. 
Abb. TV /TO ST mighty Duke, behold a man much 
IVX wrong'd. [All gather to fee him. 

Adr. I fee two hufbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 

Duke, One of thefemen is Genius to the other; 
And fo of thefe which is the natural man, 
And which the fpirit ? who deciphers them ? 

S, Dro, I], Sir, ztn Dromio ; command him away. 

E, Dro: I, Sir, ^m Dromio ; pray let me h^y, 

S, Ant, jEgeon^ art thou not? orelfe his ghoft? 

S. Dro. O, my old mafter! who hath bound him 
here^ 

Abb, Whoever bound him, 1 will loofe his bonds ; 
And gain a hufband by his libetiy. 
Speak, old /Egeori, if thou be'ft the man, 
That hadft a wife onc« call'd Emilia, 
That bore thee at a burden two fairfons ? 
Oh, if thou be'ft the fame jEgeon, fpeak; 
And fpeak unto the fame jEmiiia, 

Ihike, Why, here begins hi& morning ftory right: 
Thefe two Antipholis'' s, thefe two fo like, 
And thofe twi^ Dromio's. one in femblance; 
Beiides her urging of her wreck at fea^ 
Thefe plainly are the parents to thefe children, 
Whith accidentally are met together. 

D 5 jEgeoiu 
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- jEgeon, If I dream not, thou art /Emilia ; 
If thou art flie, tell me where is that fon 
That floated with thee on the fatal raffc. 
Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he and I, 
And the twin Dromio^ all Were takentup ; 
But, by and by, rude fiOiermen of Corinth 
By force took DronUo and my fon from ihem. 
And me they left with thofe of Epidamnum. 
What then became of them, I cannot tell ; 
I, to this fortune that ydtf fee me in. 

Duke, Antipholis, thou cam'ft from Corinth firft. 
S, Ant. NOj'Siif, not I ; I came from Sjraci/Lft, 
Duke, Stay, ftand apart ; • I tknpw not, which is 

which. . ' . - 

£. Ant, I came from Corinth, my moft gracious 

Lord* I' • 

JB. Dro^ And I with him. 

£. Ant, Brought to this towp by that moil famous 
Warrior, '. ' 

Duke Menaphon, your mpft repow-qed i^ftcl^. . , 

Adr. Which of you ,two. did dine with ?ne today ? 
5. Anti. I, gentle miftrefs. 
Adr, And are not you my hufband? 
-E. Ant, No, I fay nay to that. 
S. Ant, And io dp, I; yetfhc ^id call me fo: 
And this fair gentlewoman, her fifler here, 
Did call me brother. What I.tpld you then, ^ • 
- 1 hope, I fiaall haveleifure to make good, 
If this be not a dream, I fee and h^an 

Aug, That i3 the chain, Sir, which you had of .me, 
S, Ant. I think it be. Sir, 1 d^ny it npt. 
E. Ant. And you. Sir, for this chain artcjfted m?. 
Ang. I think, I did. Sir; I deny it no^ .. Y 

Adr. I fent you money. Sir, to be ypiir b;iil,|j : /. 
By Dromio; but, I think, he bro\i;ght it^noti.. _» .;• 
E. Dro. No, none by me. ' I 

S. Ant. This purfe of ducats I received from you,. 
And Dromio my man did bring them me; 

I fee, 
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I fee, we ftill did nr^et each other's iiian, '\ " ' '^ 
And I was ta'en for hirxi, and he for npe. 
And thereupon thefe Errort all arofe.' 

E, Ant. Thefc ducats pawn f fbr my father h'^ril 
Duke, It fllall'not need, thy father hath,his life. 
Cour, Sir, I rtiufthave thit diamond ftom y,6ui 
jE. Ant, Thcrd, take it; and inuch thanks' far nly, 

good cheer. 
Abh. Renowned Duke, vouchfafe to take the pains 
To go with us itito the abbey here. 
And hear at large difcourfed all our fbrttines : ' , . 
And all that are affembled in this jjlafce, . 'y 

Tl^at by this fympathiied one day's Error 
Have fuffer'd wrong : go, keep us corhpany, 
And ye fhall have full fatisfadion., " ' . . 
Twenty five years have I but goiie in travel 
Of you my fons; nor, ''till this pref^rit hoUr, 
My heavy burdens are delivered: 
The duke, my hufband, and my children both, 
And you the. calendars of their nativity, 
Go to a goffip's feaft *and gaude with mb i 
After fo long grief fuch nativity ! 

Duke. With all tny heart, I'll goflip at this feaft, 

\EKeunt. 

SCENE VIII. 

Manentihe two Antipholis'j and two Dromio'j. 
S. Dro. Tiyf ASTER, fliall I fetch* your fluff* from 
IVl fliip-board? 
E. Ant» Dromio, what fluff" of mine haft thou im- 

bark'd? 
S. Dro. Your goods, that lay at hoft, Sir, in the 
Centaur. 

«• " ' and go tvitk me : ] Wc fhould read, 
■ oTid gaude with me: 

i. e. Rejoice, from the French, Gavdir. 

D 6 Gome, 
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5. Ant. He Xpeaks to mc ; I am your mafter, Dro^ 
mio, ." , 
Come, go with ois, we'll look to that anon ; 
Eipbr^ce thy brother there, rejoice with him. 

. [E:<tunt Antipholis S. and E. 

5. hro. There is a fat friend at your matter's houfe, 
That jkitclien'd me for you to day at dinner : 
She now fhallbe my filler, not my wife. 

E. Dro, Methinks, you are my glafs, and not my 
' brother : 
I fee by you, I am a fweet-fac'd youth : 
Will you walk in toifee their gofiiping ? 

S. bro» Not \\ Sir; you're .my elder. 

E, Dro,, That's, a queftion : 
How fliali I tty it ? 

S. Dro. We'Ujdraw cuts for the fenior : 
'Till then, lead thou firft. 

E. Dro. Nay, then thus [Embracing^ 

We came into the world, like brother and brother: 
And now let's go hand in hapd, not one before ano- 
ther, " ' [Exeunt omms.' 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

An Antichambir in Leontes'5 Palace. 
EntiT Camillo and Archidamus. 

Archidamus. 

IP you fhall chance, Camillo^ to vifit Bohemia^ on 
the like occafion whereon my fervices are now on 
*Oot ; you fhall fee, as I have faid, great difference 
betwixt our Bohemia and ybur SiciliaJ 

Cam. I think, this coming fummer, the King of 
Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the vilitation, which he 
juflly owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our entertainment fhall fhame us, 
we will he jufti tied in our loves; for, indeed, — 

Cam. 'Befeech you^ 

Arch' Verily, I^fpeak it in the freedom of my 
knowle<lge ; we cannot with fuch magnificence — in 

« The Winter^ 7*^/*.] • This Play throughout is written in the ycrr 
Spirit of its • Auihor. And in telling this homely and fimple, tho' 
agfecablC) country Tale, 

Ourjweeiifi Shakefpear, fancy s chiH, ' 

•,' ' > Watkis iis itaiive vfdodituftes vkid.,^ • MiLTON. 

This was ncceffary to obferve in mcrcji^l}ice tb the Play, ^ tha 
Meannefs of the Fable, and the extravagant Condud of it, had mil^ 
led fome of great Name into a wrong Judgment of its Merit ; which 
as far as it regards Sentiment and Charader, is Tcarce inferior to any 
of the whorie doUedion. 

fo 
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fo rare — I know not what to fay — we will give you 
fleepy drinks, that your fenfes (unintelligent of our 
infuHicience) may, tho' they cannot praife us, as lit- 
tle accufe us. 

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear, for what's 
given freely. 

Arch. Believe me, I fpeak, as my Underftanding 
inftruds me : and as mine honefty puts it to utterance. 

Cam-Si^/Z/a cannot (hew himfelf over-kind to Bohe- 
mia; they were train'd together in their childhoods ; 
and there rooted betwixt them then fuch an affeftion, 
which cannot chufe but branch now. Since their 
more mature dignities and royal neceflities made fe- 
paration of their fociety, their encounters, though 
not perfonal, have been royally attornied with enter- 
change of gifts, letters, loving embaflies; that they 
have feem'd to be together, tho' abfent ; fliook hands, 
as over a Vaft ; and embrac'd, as it were, from the 
ends of oppofed winds. The heav'ns continue their 
loves ! — . 

Arch. I think there is not, id the world either mar 
lice, or matter, to alter it. You have an unfpeak- 
able comfort of your young Prince Mdmillius: it is a. 
gentleman of the greateft promife, that ever came into 
iTiy note. 

Cam, I very well agree with you m the hopes of 
him : it is a gallant child ; one that, indeed, pbytics 
the fubjed, makes old hearts freft: they, that went 
on crutches, ere he was born, .tjefire yiet ihei.^ljfe 10 
fee him a man. 

Arch. Would theyelfebe content to die? 

Cam. Yes, if there were no other cxcufe why they 
fiiould defire to-live. 

Arch, li the King bad no fon, they would dcCre 
to live Gil crutches 'till he had- one. \ ' :.. . r-:. 
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SCENE II. 

Opens to the Prefence, 
^ Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius, Polixenes, 

and Attendants, 
^oL TVT IN E Changes of the watry flar hath been 
X\ (The Ihcpherd's note,) fince we have left 
out Throne 
Without a burden: time as long again 
Would be fiird up, my. brother, with our thanks; 
And yet we fhould, for perpetuity, 
Go hence in debt: and therefore, like a cypher, 
Yet (landing iri rich place, I muhiply 
With one, we thank yau^ itaany ihcufands more 
That go before it. 

Leo, Stay your thanks a while; 
An pay them, when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that's to-morrow: 
Tm qucfiion'd by my fears, of what may chance. 
Or breed upoii our abfence, *may there blow 
No fneaping winds at home, to make us fay, 
This is put forth too truly. Befides, I have ftay'd 
To tire your royalty. 

Leo, We are tougher, brother, 
Than you can put us to*t. 
Pol. No longer Stay. 
Leo. One fev'n-night longer. 
F(?/. Very footh; to-morrbut. 

Leo. We'll part the time betwecn's then: and in that 
rU no gain- faying. 

Pol. Prefs me not, 'befeech you, fo; 
There is no tongue that moves, none, none i'th' world, 
So foon as yours, could win me: fo it fhould now, 
Were there neceflity in your requeft, altho' 
*Twere needful i deny'd it. My affairs 

* — that may Uow 

No fneaping windi at home, See] Wc ihould read it tbus, 
'■ may ihcre hlowy See. 

Do 
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Do even drag tne homeward ; which to hinder, 
Were, in your love, a whip to rae; my ftay. 
To you a charge and trouble : to fave both, 
FarcweJ, our brother. 

Leo, Tongue-ty'd, our Que^n ? fpeak you. 

Her. I had thought, Sif, to've held my peace, until 
You'ad drawn oaths from him not to ftay : you, Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are fure, 
All in Bohemia f^ well : ibis fatisfa&ion 
The by-gone day proclaimed ; fay this to him, 
He's beat from his beft ward 

Leo, Well faid^ Hermione, 

Her, To tell, he longs to fee bis fon, were ftrong, 
But let him fay fo then, and let him go ; 
But let him fwear fo, and he (hall not flay 5 
We'll thwack him hence with diftaiFs. 
Yet of your royal prefence FU adventure [To Pol. 
The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
You uke my. lord, Vll give you my commiflian, 
To let him there a month, . * behind the geft 
PrefixM.foilV parting* yet^ good heed, Leonte^, 
I love thee not ajar o'th'.elock behind 
What lady Ihe her lord. You 11 ftay? 

Pol. No, madam. 

Her. Nay, but you will ? 

Pol, I may not, verily. 

Her, Verily? : 

You put me off with limber vows ; but I, 
Tho' you WQuld feek t'unfphere the ftars with oaths. 
Should yet fay, Sir, no going: verily^ 
You fliall not go; a lady's. i/m/y is 
As potent as a lord's. Will you go, yet ? 
Force jne to.keep you as a.prifonjer, 

*— behind tht gift] Mr. fheobuld idiy%^ he can neither tracts nor undtr- 
JUnd the Fhrafe^ and tlicrcforc thinks itiHould hijuft: Bu| the W^ord 
GeJ is right, and fignifies a Stage orjoiimey. In the Time oi Royal 
^Togrejfei the King's Stages, as we may fee by the Journals of them in 
the Herald's Office, were called his Gejii-, from the old Fraich Word 
Giji^ Diver/or ium. * '^ - 

Not 
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Not like a gueft; fo you fhall pay your fees, 
Wh'eh you depaTt,and fa vc.yaur thanks. How fay you? 
My prifoner ? or my gueft? by your dread verily^ < 
One of them you fliall be. i 

FoL Your Gueft then, Madaii?: 
To be your prifoner, fliould import offending; 
Which is for me Iffs cafy.to commiL,. .. 
Than you to puni(h, 

Her. Not your Goaler then, 
But your kind Hoftefs ; come; I'll queftioti yoaa 
Of.my lord's t!riek3^:atid your^ whan you were boys : 
You were pretty lordings then? 

Bol* W© were^ fair i| wen, : • 

Twcx lads, that thought tber'C was no more behindv . 
But fuch a day to-morrow as to-day, 
And to he boy.etejnal. 

Her. W'aa. not my lord 
The verier >Vjag act' it WQ? /: 

FoL We .were as twinn'-d lambsvthat did£rifci'ch'Sil«, 
And bleat t-hc objC at th'oChcr r .what wd cWilg'd, ' 
Was innocence for !innocenci ; we knew not - ) ' 
'The do&rin» of Uhdoiaig *, fiiQ,.tior. dreaooTd, 
That. any did:.. had we.purfu'd that life. 
And our weak fpirits ne'er been higher rear'd 
With ftronger blood,' we fljould have anfwer'd heaven 
Bcfldtt.'Xtf^^^^j t'H' impbfition clear'd; 
Heredita!ry oiirs. ' '- 

Htr, By tbii Yic gather, . • . . 

You have tript fincc. ...,., 

FoL O, my moft facred lady^ 
Temptations have fiiice then been :horn to's : for 
In thofe unfledged days was my wife a girl; 
Your preci6us felf had inot then crofs'd the eyes . » 
Qf nay young play- fellow. ■■ <• 

H^r. .Grace to bbot'i ' 

Of this make no conclufien, left. you fay, 
Your Queen and I ai-e devils. Yet, go on ; 
Th' ofiences wc hive made you do, we'Jl atifwer; 

If 
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If you firft fmnM with us, and thai with us 
You did continue fault ; and that you flipt not. 
With any but with us* 

Leo, Is he won_yet ? 

Her. He'll ftay, ray Lord. 

Leoi At my requeU be would not : ^ 

Hermione^ my dearcft^ thou ne'er fpok'ft ' ' ^ i ' 
To better purpofe* ' f 

Her. Never ? .... 

Lea. Never, but once* 
• Her.. What? iave I twice faid well ? when wail 
before ? ' . : : . r r .' 

1 pr'ythee, tell me; cram's with praifei ffnd makfe's 
As fat as tame things : one good deed, dying tongue 
lefs, - ■ \ W 

Slaughters a tboufand, waiting upon That. '' 

Our praifes are our wages. Yoii may ride's 
With one foft kifs a thoufand furlongs, ere . - i - 
With iCpuriwe heat an acre^bu:! to ih'goal; 'i 

My laft'good deed was to iintrbathis Itay'; 
What was my firft? it has' an elder fifter, "" i 
Or I miftake you: O,. would tier nanto were Grace. 
But once before I fpake to tfi' purpofe ? wh^en ? 
Nay, Ictmehav't; I long. 
. Leo. Why, that was when 

Three crabbed months-had four'd thcmfelves to death, ^ 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand, 
And clepc thyfelf my love ; thtn dklft thou utter, 
I am yours for ever. . j ^. 

Her. 'Tis grace, indeed. 
Why, lo you now; I'vefpoke to tVpurpofe twice 5 
The one for ever earn'd a royal hufbatid; 
Th'other;, for fbmc while :a friendi. : > 

Leo. Too hot, too hot^ — -^ ' [Afide, 

To mingle friendfliip far, is mingling bloods. • 
I have tremor cordis oh me-^— my heart dances; 
But not for joy — not joy. — ^This entertainment 
May a free face put on ; derive a liberty 

From 
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From heartinefs, from bounty, fertile bofom. 
And well become the Agent : 't may, I grant ; 
But to be paddling palms, and pinching lingers. 
As now they are, and making pra<^is'd fmiles. 

As in a looking-glafs and then to figh, as 'twere 

Th^ moKt o'th' deer; oh, that is ^ntertainixient 
My bofom likes not, nor my brows — Mamillius^ 
Art thou my boy ? 

Mam. Ay, my good lord. 
Uo. Y fecks ! 
Why, that's my bawcock; what? has't frautch'd thy 

nofc? 
They fay, \Cs,^^ copy out of mine. Come, captain. 
We muft be neat ; riot neat, but cleanly, captain ; ' 
And yet the fteer, the heifqr, and the calf. 
Are all.caird nficU. Still virginalling 

[Ohjerving Polixenes and Hermibne. 
Upon his palm ?—-rT- how now, you wanton calf! 
Art t.hpu my calf? 

Mamv. Yes,, if you .will, my lord, 
Leo. Thou want'il a rough pa(b, and the (hoots 
that I have, ... 
To be full lik« m/3.— Yet. they fay, we arc 
Almoft as like as eggs ; women fay fo. 
That will fay any thing ; but; were they falfe. 
As o'er-dy'd blacks, as winds,, as waters; falfe. 
As dice are to be wifti'd, by ope that£xes 
No bourne 'twixt his ^<id mine ; yet were it true 
To fay, this boy were like me. Come, Sir page. 
Look on me with your welkin-eye, fweet villain. 
Mo ft dear'ft, my collop — can thy dam — may't be — - 
Imagination ! thou doft ftab to th' center. 
Thou doft make poffible things not be fo held, 
Communicat'ft with dreams — '(how can this be?) 
With what's unreal. Thou co-adlive art. 
And fellqw'ft Nothing. Then 'tis very credent. 
Thou may'ft co-join with fomething, and thou doft. 
And That beyond commiftion ; and I find it; 

And 
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And That to the infcdlion of my brains, • 
And hardjiing of my brows. 

PoL What means Sicilia ? 

Her. He fomething feems unfettled; ^ 

.F0L How ? my lord ? - 

Leo, What cheer? h6w is't ivith you, beft brcfthfcr:? 

Her. You look, ' ; ' ■ ' . » 

As if you held a brow of much Diflraflion. ^ 
Are not you mov'd, my l^rd ? . ' 

Leo. No, in good earneft. 
How fomctimes nature will betray its folly I • - 
Its tendfernefs ! and make itfelf a paftime 
To harder bofbms I tooking dri» tihe Hires 
Of my boy's face, methoughts, Idid recoil^ • 
Twenty-thrae years, andfiiw myfelfUn Breeched, ' 
In my green velvet coat; my dagger muzzled^ 
Left it fhould bite its mafter ; and fo prove, 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous ; 
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel. 
This fquafti, this gentleman^ Mine hon eft' friend, 
Will you take tggs for money ?- " ' • ' 

Mam. No, my lord. Til fight. ' 

Leo. You will ! why, hi^y man be'« dole ! • 

My brother, ^ ^ . . . 

Are you fo fond of your young Prince, as we 
Do feem to be of ours ? 

PoL If at home, Sir, . .' ^ 

He's all miy exercife, my mirth, my matter \ 
Now my fworn friend,, and then mine enemy ; - 
My paraUte, my foldier, ftates-ftjan, all ; 
He makes a July\ day iliort as De€4mher ; 
And with his varying childnefs, cures in me 
Thoughts that ftiould thick my blood. • 

Leo. So ftands this Squire 
Offic'd with me i we two will walk, my lord. 
And. leave you to your graver fteps. Hermidne^ 
How thoii lov'ft us, fhew iriour brother's welcome : 
Let what is dear iti Sicily^ he cheap : 

Next 
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Next to ihyfelf, and my young rover, he's 
Apparent to "my heart. 

Her. If you will feek us. 
We are yours Tth' garden : (hall's attend you there ? 
Leo, To your own bents dilpofe you; you 11 be 

found, 
Be you beneath the flcy : I am angling now, 
Tho* you perceive me not, how I give line ; 
Go to, go to. [Afide^ obferving Her. 

How (he holds up the neb \ the bill to him ! 
And arms her with the boldnefs of a wife 

[E^ieunt Polix. Her. and attendants. 
Manent Leo. Mam. and Ca.ni. 
To her allowing hufband. Gone already. 
Inch-thick, knee-deep; o'er head and ears, a.forji'd 

one. 
Go, play, boy, play — thy mother plays, and I 
Pla^y too ; but fo difgrac'd a part, whofe iflfue 
Will hifs me to my grave : contempt and clainour 
Will be my kncl. Go, play, boy, play — there have 

been. 
Or I am much deceived, cuckolds ere now; 
And many a man there is, even at this prefent. 
Now while I fpeak this, holds his wife by th'arm, 
That little thinks, (he has been Jluic'd in's abfence ; 
And his pond fiih'd by his next neighbour, by 
Sir Smile^ his neighbour: nay, there's comfort in't. 
Whiles other men have gates; and thofe gates open d^ 
As mine, againlt iheir will. Should all difpair. 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang thcmfcives. Phyfic for't, there is none : 
It is a bawdy planet, that will ftrike [it. 

Where 'tis predominant; and *'iis powerful: think 

* ^-^-^ 'tis powerful : think it »] After this there are four Lines of 
infamous, fcnrcleis Rabaldry, ftuck in by fomc profligate Player, 
which I have ckfliierM ; and hope no learned Critic, or fine Lady, 
will cileem this caftrated Edition, for our having now and then on 
the fame Neceffity, and after having given fair Notice, taken the 
fame Liberty. Mr. Warhurion* 

Many 
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Many a ihoufand of 's have the difeafe and feeFi not. 
How now, boy ? • . 

Mam. I am like you, they fay. 

Leo. Why, that's fome comfort. 
What ? Camillo there ? 

Cam. Ay, my good Lord. 

Leo. Go play, Aftff»j7/«ttJ — thou'rt an honed man t 

[Exit Mamillius. 

SCENE III. 

Camillo^ this Great Sir will yet ftay longer. 

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold ; 
When you caft o<it, it ftill came home. . 

Leo. Didft note it ? 

Cam. He would not flay at your petitions made ; 
His bufinefs more material. 

Leo. Didft perceive it ? 
They're here with me already ; whifp'ring, rounding; 
Sieilia is a fo-forth ; 'tis far gone, 
When I (hall guft it laft. How came't, Camillo^ 
That he did ftay? 

Cam. At the good Queen's entreaty. 

Leo* At the Queen's be't ; good, (hould be per- 
tinent ; 
But fo it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any underftanding pate but thine? 
For thy conceit is foaking, will draiw in 
More than the common blocks ; not noted, is't, 
But of the finer natures ? by fome feverals 
Of head-piece extraordinary ; lower meffes. 
Perchance, are to this bufinefs purblind ? fay. 

Cam, Bufinefs, my lord ? I think, moft underftand 
Bohemia ftays here longer. 

Leo. Ha? 

Cam. Stays here longer. 

Leo. Ay, but why ? 

Cam. To fatisfy your Highnefs, and ih' entreaties 
Of our moft gracious raiftrefs. ^ 

Leo. 
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Leo* Satisfy 
Tir entreaties of your miftrefs ? fatisfy ? 
Let That fuffice. I've trufted thee, Camillo^ 
With all the things neareft my heart ; as well 
My chamber-counfels, wherein, prieft-like, thou 
Haft cleans'd my bofom : I from thee departed 
Thy Penitent reform'd ; but we have been 
Deceived in thy integrity ; deceiv'd 
In that, which fcems fo. 

Cam, Be it forbid, my lord 

Leo. To bide upon't;-^Thou art not honeft; of, 
If thou inclin'ft that way, thou art a coward ; 
Which boxes- honefty behind, reftraining 
From courfe requir'd : or elfe thou muft be counted 
A fervant grafted in my ferious Truft, 
And therein negligent; or elfe a' fool, * 

That feeft a game play'd home, the rich ftakc drawn, 
And tak'ft it all for jeft. 

Cam. My gracious lord, 
I may be negligent, foolifli and fearful ; 
In every one of thefe no man is free. 
But that his negligence, his folly, fear, ' 

Amongft the infinite doings of the world. 
Sometime puts forth. In your affairs, my lord. 
If ever I were wilful negligent, 
It was my folly; if induftrioufly 
I play'd the fool, it was my negligence. 
Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the iffue doubted. 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
Againft the non-performance, 'twas a fear 
Which oft infers the wifeft : thefe, my lord, 
Are fuch allow'd infirmities, that honefty 
Is never free of. But, 'befeech your Grace, 
Be plainer with me, let me know my trefpafs 
By its own vifage ; if I then deny it, 
Tis none of mine. 

Leo, Ha'not you feen, Camillo^ 

Vol. IV. ' E (But 
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(But that's paft doubt, you have ; or your eyc-gjafs 

Is thicker th^na cuckold's hora;) or heard, 

(For to a vifion fo apparent, rumour 

Cannot be mute;) or thought, (for cogitation 

Refides not in that man, that do's not think it ;) 

My wife is flippery ? if thou wilt, coafeCs; 

(Or elfc be impudently negative. 

To have nor eyes no? ears, nor thought^) then fay, 

My wife's a hobby-horfe, deferves a name 

As rank as any flax- wench, that puts to 

Before her troth-plight : fay't, and jullify't. 

Cam. I would not be a ftander-by, to hear . 
My fovcreign Miftrefs clouded fo, wfthout 
My prefent vengeance taken ; 'Ibrcw my heart. 
You never fpoke what did become you lefs 
Than lihis ; which to reiterate, were &n 

As deep as that, tho' true. 
Leo, Is whifpeting nothing ? 

Is leaning cheek to cheek? is meeting nofes ? 
Kifling with infide lip ? flopping the career 
Of laughter with a figh? (a note infallible 

Of breaking honicfty :) horiing foot on foot? 
Skulking in corners ? wifiiing clocks more fwift ? 

Hours, minutes ? the iK>on,anidnight, and all eyes 

Blind with the pin and web, but theirs; theirs only. 

That would, unfeen, be wicked ? is this nothing ? 

Why, then the world, and all that's i«i't, is nothing ; 

The covering Iky is nothing, Bohemia nothing ;. 

Mywifeis nothing; nor nothing have th^fe nothings^ 

If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my lord, be cur'd 

Of this diieasd Opinion, and betimes ; . 

For 'tis moft dangerous. 
Leo, Say it be, 'tis true. 
Cam, No, no, my lord. 
Leo, It is; you lie, you lie : 

I fay, thou lieft, Camillo, and I hate tbec; 

Pronounce thee a grofs lowt, a mindlefs flave^ 

Or 
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Or clfe a hovering temporizer, that 

Ganft with thine eyes at once fee good and evil, 

Inclining to them both : were my wife's liver 

Infeded, as her life, flie would not live 

The running of one glafs. 

Cam. Who do's infeft her? 

Leo. Why he, that wears her like his medal, hang^ 
ing 
About her neck; Bohemia^ — who, if I 
Had fervants true about me, that bare eyes 
To fee alike mine honour, as their profits. 
Their own particular thrifts, they would do That 
Which (hould undo more Doing : I, and thou 
His cup-bearer, (whom I from meaner form 
Have bench'd, and rear'd to worfliip ; who may'ft fee 
Plainly, as heav'n fees earth, and earth fees heav'n^ 
How I am gall'd ;) thou migbt'ft be-fpice a cup. 
To give mine enemy a lailing wink; 
Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam, Sir, my lord, 
I could do this, and that with no rafli potion, 
But with a lingring dram, that ihould not work 
Malicioufly, like poifon: but I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread miftrefs. 
So fovereignly being honoucabie. 

Leo. I've lov'd thee.— Make't thy Queftion, and 
go rot : 
Doft think, I am £9 muddy, fo unfettled, 
To appoint myfelf in this vexation ? Sully 
The purity and whitenefii of my flaects, 
(Which to prefetve, is flecp; which being fpotted. 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wafps :) 
Give fcandal to the blood o'th' Prince, my fon. 
Who, I do think, is mine, and love as mine. 
Without ripe moving to't ? would I do this ? 
C ould man fo blench ? 

Cam. 1 muft believe you, Sir; 
I do, and will fetch off Bohemia for't i 

E8 Pro- 
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Provided, that, when he's remov'd, your Highncfs 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firft. 
Even for your fon's fake, and thereby for feaiing 
The injury of tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms 
Known and aliy'd to yours. 

Leo. Thou doft advifc me. 
Even fo as I mine owncourfe have fet down : 
I'll give no blemifh to her honour, none. 

Cam, My lord. 
Go then; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendlhip wears at feafls, keep with Bohemia^ 
And with your Queen: I am his cup-bearer; 
If from me he have wholfome beveridge. 
Account me not your fervant. 

Leo. This is all ; « 

Do' t,. and thou haft the one half of my heart; 
Do't not, thou fplit'ft thine own. 

Cam. I'll do't, my lord. 

Leo, I willfeem friendly, as thou haft advis'dme. 

[Exit, 

Cam. O miferable lady ! but, for >me. 
What cafe ftand I in ? I muft be the poifoner 
Of good Polixenes^ and my ground to do't 
Is the obedience to a mafter ; one. 
Who, in rebellion with himfelf, will have 
All that are his, fo too. To do this deed. 
Promotion follows. If I could find example 
Of thoufands, that had ftruck anointed Kings, 
And flourilh'd after. Yd not do't : but fince 
Nor brafs, nor ftone, nor parchment, bears not one ; 
Let villany itfclf forfweaft. I muft 
Forfake the Court; to do't, or no, is certain 
To me a break-neck. Happy ftar reign now ! 
Here comes Bohemia, 



SCENE 
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S C E N E IV. 

EnUr Polixeries. 
PoL fT^H I S IS ftrangc ! methinks, 

X My favour here begins to warp. Not fpeak ?- 
Good day, Camillo. ^ 

Cam. Hail, moft royal Sir ! 

FoL What is the news Tth' court? 

Cam. None rare, my Lord. 

ToL The King hath on him fuch a countenance, 
As he had loft fome province, and a region 
Lov'd, as he loves himfelf : even now I pact him 
With cuftomary compliment, when he. 
Wafting his eyes to th' contrary, and falling 
A Hp of much contempt, fpeeds from me, and 
So leaves me to confider what is breeding. 
That changes thus his manners. 

Cam, I dare not know, my Lord. 

Fol. How, dare not? do not? do you know, and 
dare not ? 
Be intelligent to me, ^tis thereabouts : 
For to yourfelf, what you do know, you muft; 
And cannot fay, you dare not. Good Camillo^ 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a mirror. 
Which (hews me mine chang'd too ; for I muft be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
Myfelf thus altered with it. 

Cam. There is a ficknefs 
Which puts fome of us in diftemper ; but 
I cannot name the difeafe, audit is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

FoL How caught of me ? 
Make me not fighted like the bafilifk. 
I've look'd on thoufands, who have fped the better 
By my regard, but kill'd none fo : Camilla^ 
As you are certainly a gentleman. 
Clerk-like experienced, (which no Icfs adorns 

E 3 Our 



78 . The WiTHTZKS Tale. 

► Our gentry, than pur parents' noble names. 
In whofe fuccefs we are gentle ;) I befeech you, 
If you know aught, which does behove my knowledge 
Thereof to beinform'd, imprifon*t not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam, I may not anfwer. 

PoL A ficknefs caught of me, and yet I well? 
I muftbe anfwer'd. Doft thou hear, CamiUo^ 
I conjure thee by all the parts of man. 
Which honour does acknowledge, (whereof the leaft 
Is not thisfuit of mine,) that thou declare. 
What incidency thou doft guefs of harm 
Js creeping towards me; how far ofiF, how near; 
Which way to be prevented, if it be ; 
If not, how bcft to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, Til tell yoo. 
Since I am charged in honour, and by him 
That I think honourable; therefore, mark my conn- 

fel; 
Which muft be ev'n as fwiftly followed, as 
I mean to utter it ; or both yourfelf and me 
Cry loft, and fo good night. 

PoL On, good Camillo. 

Cam. I am appointed Him to murder you. 

Pol. By whom, CamUlof 

Cam, By th# King. 
• Pol. For what? 

Cam, He thinks, nay, with all confidence he fwears. 
As he had feen't, or been an inftrument 
* To vice you to't, that you have toucht his Queen 
Forbiddcnly» 

Pol, Oh, then, my beft blood turn • 
To an infeAed gelly, and my name 
Be yoak'd with his, that did betray the beft! 
Turn then my freftieft reputation to 
A favour, that may ftrike the duUeft doftril 

* To vice you /oV,— ] 1. e, to draw, perfoadc you. The Cha- 
radei called the Vice^ in the oM Plays, wit the Tmpitr to Evil. 

Where 
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Where I arrive ; and my approach be fiiun'd. 
Nay, hated too, worfe than the great'ft infedion 
That e'er was heard, or read ! 

Cam, Swear this thought over 
By each particular ftar in heaven, and 
By all their influences ; you may as well 
Forbid the fea for to "obey the moon, 
As or by oath remove, or counfcl fliake, 
The fabric of his folly; whofc foundation 
Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue 
The flanding of his body* 

Fd, How fliould this grow? 

Cam, I know not; but, Fm fure, 'tis fafer to 
Avoid what's grown, than queftion how 'tis born. 
If therefore you dare ttuft my honefly, 
That lies inclofed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn' d, away to night; 
Your followers I will whifper to the bulinefs ; 
And will by twos, and threes^ at feveral pofterns, 
Clear them o'th' city. For myfclf. Til put 
My fortunes to your fervicc, which are here 
By this difcovery loft. Be not uncertain; 
For by the honour of my parents, I 
Have utter d truth; which if you feek to prove, 
I dare not ftand by; nor fhall you be fafer, 
Than one condemned by the King's own mouth; 
Thereon his execution fworn. 

FoL I do believe thee ; 
I faw his heart in's face. Give me thy hand ; 
Be pilot to me, and thy places {hall 
Still neighbour mine. My fliips are ready, and 
My people did expeft my hence departure 
Two days ago. — ^This jealoufy 
Is for a precious creature ; as (he's rare, 
Muft it be great ; and, as his perfon's mighty, 
Muft it be violent; and, as he does conceive 
He is diflionour'd by a man, which ever 
Profefs"*d to him; why, his revenges muft 

E4 In 
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In That be made more bitter. Fear o'er-fliades me : 
Good expedition be my friend^ and comfort 
The grecious Queen's; part of his theme, but nothing 
Of his ill-ta'en fufpicion ! Come, Camillo^ 
I will refpeft thee as a father, if 
Thou bear'ft my life off hence. Let us avoid. 
Cam. It is in mine authority to command 
The keys of all the pofterns : pleafe your Highnefs, 
To take the urgent hour. Come^ Sir, away. [Exeunt^ 



ACT II. SCENE L 

The P ALA CE. 

Enter Hermione, Mamillius, and Ladies, 
Hermione. 

TAKE the boy to you ; he fo troubles me, 
Tis paft enduring. 
I Lady. Gome, my gracious Lord. 
Shall I be your play-fellow? 
Mam. No, I'll none of you. 

1 Lady. Why, my fweet Lord? 

Mam. You'll kifs me hard, and fpeak to me as if 
I were a baby ft ill ; I love you better, 

a Lady. And why fo, my Lord ? 

Mam. Not for becaufe 
Youc brows are blacker; (yet black brows, they fay, 
Becomes fome women beft; fo that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a femicirclc. 
Or a half-moon made with a pen.) 

2 Lady. Who taught you this? 

^ Mam. I learn'd it out of women's faces : pray now, 
What colour be your eye-brows. 

I Lady. Blue, my Lord. 

Mam. Nay, that's a mock : I've feen a lady's nofe 
That has been blue, but not her eye-brows. 

i Lady. Hark ye, The 
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The Queen, your mother, rounds apace : we fhall 
Prefent our fervices to a fine new prince 
One of thefc days ; and then you'll wanton with us, 
Ifv we would have you. 

s Lady, She is fpread of late 
Into a goodly bulk ; (good time encounter her !) 

Her. What wifdom Sirs amongft you? come, Sir, 
now 
I am for you again. Pray you fit by us. 
And telFs a tale. 

Mam. Merry, or fad, {halFt be? 

Her. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A fad tale's beft for winter. 
I have one of fprights and goblins. * 

Her. Let's have that, good Sir. 
Come on, fit down. Come on, and do your beft 
To fright me with your fprights : you're powerful 
at it. 

Mam. There was a man 

Her. Nay, come fit down ; then on. [fpftly : 

Mam. Dwelt by a church-yard; 1 will lell it 

Yond crickets (hall not hear it. 

Her. Come on then, and give't me in mine ear. 

S C EN E II. 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, and Lords. 
Leo. WJ^^ he met there ? his train? Camilla with 
VV him? 

Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them; never 
Saw I men fcowr fo on their way : I cy'd them 
Even to their fliips. 

Leo. How bleft am I 
In my juft cenfure ! in my true opinion ! 
Alack, for leffer knowledge, how accurs'd 
In being fo bleft I There may be in the cup 
A fpider fteep'd, and one may drink ; depart. 
And yet pertake no venom; for his knowledge 
Is not infefted: but if one prefent 

E 5 W 
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Th' abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make ktiown 

How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his fides 

With violent hefts. 1 have drunk, and fecn the 

fpider — 

Camillo was his help in this, his Pander : 
There is a plot againft my life, my crown ; 
All's true, that is miftrufted: that falfe villain, 
Whom I employ 'd, was pre-employ'd by him : 
He hath difcover'd my defign, and I 
Remain a pinch'd thing; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will : how came the pofterns 
So eafily open? 

Lord, By his gr^at authority. 
Which often hafh no lefs prevail'd than fo 
On your command. 

Leo. I know't too well. 
Give me ihe boy ? Vm glad, you did not nurfe him : 
Though he does bear fome figns of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. ^ 

Her. What is this fport? 

Leo. Bear the Boy hence, he (hall not come about 
her ; 
Away with him, and let her fport herfelf 
With that {he*s big with : for 'tis Polixenes 
Has made thee fwell thus. 

H^r. iBut Vd fay, he had not ; 
And, rU be fworn, you would believe my faying, 
Howe'enyou lean to th' nayward. 

Lio. Vou, my lords. 
Look on her, mark her well; be but about 
To fay, (he is a goodly lady, and 
T^ie juftice of your hearts will thereto add, 
'Tis pity, file's not honeft, honourable : 
Praife her but for this her withoutnloor form, 
(Which on my faith deferves high fpeech,) and ftraight 
The ihrug, the hum, or ha, — (thefc petty brands, 
That calttany doth ufe: oh, I am out, — ] 
That mercy do's ; for calumny will fear 

Virtue 
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Virtue itfelf.) Thefe (hrugs, thefc hums^ and ha's, 
When you have faid (he's goodly, come between, 
Ere you can fay fhe's honeft : but bc't known, 
(From him, that has moft caufe to grieve it fhould 

be;) 
She's an adultrefs^ 

Her. Should a villain fay fo, 
The moft replenifli'd villain in the world. 
He were as much more villain: you, my lord. 
Do but miftake. 

Leo. You have miftook, my lady, 
Poliftenes for Leontes, O thou thing. 
Which ril not call a creature of thy place. 
Left barbarifm, making me the precedent. 
Should a like language ufe to all degrees ; 
And mannerly diftinguiftiment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar. — I have faid, 
She's an adultrefs ; I have faid with whom: 
More; (he's a traitor, and Camillo is 
A federary with her ; and one that knows 
What flie {hould fliame to know herfelf. 
But with her moft vile Principal, that Che's 
A bcd-fwcrver, even as bad as thofe 
That Vulgars give bold'ft titles ; ay, and privy 
To this their late efcape. 

Her, No, by my life. 
Privy to none of this: how will this grieve you. 
When you fliall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publifh'd me ? gentle my lord. 
You fcarce can right me throughly then, to fay 
You did miftake. 

Leo. No, if I miftake 
In thefe foundations which I build upon. 
The center is not big enough to bear 
A fchool-boy's top. Away with her to prifon ? 
He, who fliall fpeak for her, is far off" guilty. 
But that he fpeaks. 

Her. There's fome ill planet reigns; 

E6 Imuft 
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I mud be patient, "till the heavens look 
With an afpeS more favourable. Good my lords, 
I am not prone to weeping ; (as our fex 
Commonly are,) the want of which vain dew, 
Perchance, (hall dry your pities ; but I have 
That honourable grief lodged here, which burns 
Worfe than tears drown : 'befeech you all, my lords. 
With thoughts fo qualified as your charities 
Shall beft inftrud you, meafure me ; and fo 
The King's will be perform'd ! 

Leo, Shall I be heard ? 

Her. Who is't, that goes with me? 'befeech your 
Highnefs, 
My women may be with me, for, you fee, 
My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools, 
There is no caufe ; when you (hall know, your miftrefs 
Has deferv'd prifon, then abound in tears. 
As I come out; this aSion, I now go on, 
Is for my better grace. Adieu, my lord,. 
I never wifh'd to fee you forry ; now, . 
I truft, Ifhall. My women, — come, you've leave. 

Leo. Go, do your bidding ; hence. 

[£.xi> Queen, guarded^ and Ladies. 

Lord. 'Befeech your Highnefs call the Queen again. 

Ant. Be certain what you do, Sir, left your jufticc 
Prove violence; in the which three Great ones fuffcr, 
Yourfelf, your Qiieen, your fon. 

Lord. For her, my lord, 
I dare my life lay down, and will do't. Sir, 
Pleafe you t'accept it, that the Queen is fpotlefs ;- 

I'th' eyes of heaven, and to you, (I mean, I 

In this which you accufe her.) I 

Ant. If it prove • I 

She's otherwife, I'll keep my ftable-ftand where 
I lodge my v/ife, I'll go in couples with her: 
Than when I feel, and fee, no further truft her ; 
For every inch of woman in the world. 
Ay, every dram of woman'^s flefh is falfe. 
If flue be. Leo. i 



iTic WINTER'S Tale. 85 

Leo. Hold your peaces. 

Lord, Good my lord, 

Ant. It is for you we fpeak, not for ourfclves : 
You are abus'd, and by fome putter-on, 
That will be damn'd for't ; 'would I knew the villain, 
I would land-damm him r be flie honour-flaw'd, 
I have three daughters; the eldeft is eleven: 
The fecond, and the third, nine, and fome five ; 
If this prove true, they'll pay for't. By mine honour, 
ril geld 'em all : fourteen they (hall not fee. 
To bring falfe generations ; they are coheirs, 
And I had rather glib myfelf, than they 
Should not produce fair iffue. 

Leo, Ceafe; no more : 
You fmell this bufinefs with a fence as cold 
As is a dead mans nofe; I fee't and feel't, 
As you feel doing thus ; and fee withal 
The inftruments that feeL 

Ant. If it be fo. 
We need no grave to bury honefty ; 
There's not a grain of it, the face to fweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leo. What ? lack. I credit ? 

Lord, I had rather you did lack than I, my lord, 
Upon this ground ; and more it* would content me 
To have her honour true, than your fufpicion ; 
Be blam'd for't, how you might. 

Leo, Why, what need we 
Commune with you of this ? but rather follow 
Our forceful inftigation? our prerogative 
Call not your counfcls, but our natural goodnefs 
Imparts this; which, if you, (or flupified. 
Or feeming fo, in {kill,) cannot, or will not 
Relifti a truth like us; inform yourfelves. 
We need no more of your advice ; the matter. 
The lofs, the gain, the ordering on't, is all 
Properly ours. 

Ant.' And I wifli, my Liege, 

You 
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You had only in your filent judgment tty'd it, 

Without more overture. 

Leo. How could that be? 
Either thou art moft ignorant by age. 
Or thou wert born a fool. Camilla's flighty 
Added to their familiarity, 

(Which was as grofs as ever touch d conjecture, : 
That lackM fight only ; nought for approbation. 
But only feeing ; all other circumftances 
Made up to th' deed) doth pufc on this proceeding; 
Yet for a greater confirmation, 
(For, in an ad of this importance, 'twere 
Moft piteous to be wild) I have difpatch d in polt^ 
To facred Delphos, to Apollo's temple, 
Cleomines and Dion, whom you know 
Of ftuff'd fueSciency: Now, from the oracle 
They will bring ail : whofe fpiritual counfel had. 
Shall ftop, or fpur me. Have I done well? 

Lord, Well done, my Lord. 

Leo. Tho' I am fatisfy'd, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet ftiall the oracle 
Give reft to th' minds of others; fuch as he, 
Whofe ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to th' truth. So have we thought it good 
From our free perfon, fhe fliould be confin'd ; 
Left that the treachery of the two, fled hence. 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us. 
We are to fpeak in public ; for this bufinefs 
Will raife us all. 

Ant. To laughter, as I take it, 
If the good truth were known. ' [Exeunt. 

SCENE IIL 

Changes to a Frijon. 
Enter Paulina, and a Gentleman. 
Paul. T^ HE keeper of the prifon, call to him : 

j[ [Exit Gentlemaru 

' Let him have knowledge who I am. Good lady. 

No 
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No court in Europe is too good for thee ; 

What doft thoa then in prifon ? now, good Sir, 

You know me, do you not? 

Re-enter Gentlemarty with the Cooler. 

Goal. For a worthy lady. 
And one whom much I honour. 
. PauL Pray you then, 
Condu&me to the Queen. 

Goal. I may not, Madam ; 
To the contrary I have exprefs commandment. 

Paul. Here's ado to lock up honefty and honour 
from 
Th' accefs of gentle vifitors ! Is't lawful, W^Y Y^^i 
To fee her wQmen ? any of them? Emilia? 

Goal. So pleafe you, Madam, 
To put a-part thefc your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Paul. I pray you now, call her: 
Withdraw yourfelves. [Exeunt Gent. 8cc. 

Goal. And, Madam, 
I muft be prcfent at your conference. 

Paul. Well; be it fo, pr ythee. 

Enter Emilia. 
Kerens fuch ado to make no fiain a flatn. 
As pafies colouring. Dear gentlewoman. 
How fares our gracious lady ? 

Emit. As well, as one fo great and fo forlorn 
May hold together; On herirights and griefs. 
(Which never tender lady hath borne greater,) 
She is fomething before her time, deliver'd. 

Paid. A boy ? 

EmiL A daughter, and a goodly babe, 
Lufty, and like to live: the Queen receives 
Much comfort in't : fays. My poor prifoner, 
I'm innocent as you. 

PauL I dare be fworn : 

Thefe 
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Thefe dangerous, unfafe lunes Tth' King ! befhrew 

them. 
He mud be told on't, and he (hall; the office 
Becomes a woman beft. Til take't upon me. 
If I prove honey-mouth, let my tongue blifier; 
And never to my red-look'd anger be 
The trumpet any more I Pray you, Emilia^ 
Commend my beft obedience to the Queen» 
If flic dares truft me with her little babe, 
ril fliew't the King, and undertake to be , 
Her advocate to th' loud'ft. We do not know^ 
How he may foften at the fight o'th' child: 
The filence often of pure innocence 
Perfuades, when fpeaking fails. 

Emil. Moft worthy Madam, 
Your honour and your goodnefs is fo evident. 
That your free undertaking cannot mifs 
A thriving ifTue : there is no lady living 
So meet for his great errand. Pleafe your ladyfliip 
To vifit the next room, I'll prefently 
Acquaint the Queen of your moft noble offer, 
Who but to day hammcrM of this defign; 
But durft not tempt a minifter of honour. 
Left flie ftiould be deny d. 

FauL Tell her, Emilia^ 
I'll ufe that tongue I have; if wit flow from't. 
As boldnefs from my bofom, let't not be doubted 
I fliall do good. 

EmiL Now be you bleft for it ! 
ril to the Queen : pleafe you, come fomething nearen 

Goal. Madam, if't pleafe theQueen to fend the babe^ 
I know not what I mail incur, to pafs it, 
Having no warrant. 

FauL You need not fear it, Sir; 
The child was prifoner to the womb, and is 
By law and.procefs of great nature thence 
Free'd and enfranchised; not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of, 

If 
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If any be, the trefpafs of the Queen. 

GoaL I do believe it. 

Paul. Do npt you fear; upon mine honour, I 
Will fland 'twixt you and danger. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to the Palace, 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords and other Attendants. 

Leo* XjOR night, nor day, no reft; ^it is but 

±\ weaknefs 
To bear the matter thus ; mere weaknefs, if 
The caufe were not in being, part o'th' caufe. 
She, the adultrefs; for the Harlot-King 
Is quite beyond mine arm ; out of the blank 
And level of my brain; plot-proof; butfhe. 
I can hook to me: fay, that fhe were gone. 
Given to the fire, a moiety of my reft 
Might come to me again. Who's there ? 

Enter an Attendant. 

Atten. My Lord. 

Leo. How do's the boy ? 

Atien. He took good reft to night; 'tis hop'd, 
His ficknefs is difcharg'd. 

Leo. To fee his noblenefs ! 
Conceiving the diflionour of his mother, 
He ftraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply; 
Faften'd, and fix'd the fhame on't in himfelf ; 
Threw off his fpirit, his appetite, his fleep. 
And down-right languifh'd. Leave me folely ; go, 

[Exit Attendants 
See how he fares. — Fie, fie, no thought of him; — 
The very thought of niy revenges that way 
Recoil upon me; in himfelf too mighty, 
And in his parties, his alliance ; let him be. 

Until 
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Until a time may ferve. For prcfent vengeance. 
Take it on her. Camilio and Polixenes 
Laugh at me; make their paftime at my forrow; 
They fliould not laugh, if I could reach them; nor 
Shall fhc, within my power. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Paulina, with a Child. 

Lord. X7 O U muft not enter. 

jL Paul, Nay rather, good my lords, be fc- 
cond to me : 
Fear you his tyrannous paffion more, alas^ 
Than the Qiieen's life? a gracious innocent foul, 
More free than he is jealous. 

Ant, That's enough. 

Atten, [within.] Madam, he hath not flept to-night 
commanded, 
None {hould com€ at him. 

Paul. Not fo hot, good Sir ; 
I come to bring him fleep. 'Tis fuch as you» 
That creep like fbadows by him, and do figh 
At each his needlefs heavings; fuch as you 
Nourilh the caufe of his awaking. I 
Do come with wprds, as medicinal, as true; 
Honeft, as either; to purge him of that humour 
That preffes him from fleep. 

Leo. What noife there, ho ? 

Paul, No noife, my Lord, but needful conference. 
About fome goflips for your Highnefs. 

Leo. How? 

Away with that audacious Lady. Antigonus^ 

I charg'd thee, that (he Ihould not come about me ; 
I knew, (he would. , 

Ant. I told her fo, my Lord, 
On your difpleafure^s peril and on mine, 
She (hould not vifit you. 

Leo. 
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Leo. What? canft not rule her? 

Taid. From all diftionefty he can ; in this, 
(Unlefs he take the courfe that you have donc^ 
Commit me^ for committing honour,} truQ it^ 
He Ihall not rule me. 

Ant. Lo you now, you hear, 
When (he will take the rein, I let her run. 
But Ihe'll not ftumble, 

Favl. Good my Liege, I come * 
And I befeech you, hear me, who profefs 
Myfelf your loyal fervant, your phyfician. 
Your moft obedient counceilor: yet that dares 
Lefs appear fo, in comforting your evils, 
Than fuch as moft feem« yours. I fay, I come 
From your good Queen. 

Leo. Good Queen? 

Fattl. Good Queen, -my Lord, 
Good Queen, I fay, good Queen; 
* And would by combat make her good, fo were I 
A man; on th' worft about you. 

Leo. Force her hence. 

Faul. Let him, that makes but trifles of his eyes^ 
Firft hand me ; on mine own accord, I'll off; 
But firft, ril do my errand. The good Queen, 
For flie is good, hath brought you forth a daughter 
Here 'tis; commends it to ypur bleffing. 

[Laying down the child, 

* And would by comiai maki her good, fo wcrt I 
A man the tuoiji about you,] Paulina fuppofesthe King^sjealoufy to be 
raifcd and inflamed by the Courtiers about him; who, (he finely fays, 
— creep likejhadoivs by him, and dojigk 
At each his needlefs hioaings:^^ 
Surely then, (he could not fay, that were flie a Mao, the worji of theft y 
file would vindicate her Miftrefs's Honour againft the King's Su^i- 
cions, iu fmgle Combat. Shakefpear^ no doubt, wrote, 
— — — — — fo were I 
A man, on th* vforfi about you. 
i. e. were I a Man, I would vindicate her Honour, on the Worft of 
thefe Sycophants that are about you. 

Xl(7. 
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Leo. Out ! 
A mankind witch I hence with her, out oMoof : 
A moft intelligencingbawd! 

Paul. Not fo ; 
I am as ignorant in That, as you 
In fo intituling me ; and no lefs honed 
Than you are mad ; which is enough, I'll warrant, 
As this world goes, to pafs for honeft. 

Leo. Traitors I 
Will you not pufli her out? give her thebaftard. 

[To Antigonus. 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr'd ; unroofied 
By thy dame Tarlltt here. Take up the baftard. 
Take't up, I fay; give't to thy croan. 

Faul. For ever 
Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Take'ftup the Princefs, by that forced bafcnefs 
Which he has put upon' t! 

Leo, He dreads his wife« 

FauL So, I would, you did : then 'twere paft all 
doubt. 
You'd call your children yours. 

Leo. A neft of traitors ! 

Ant. I am none, by this good light. 

FauL Nor I; nor any 
But one, that's here ; and that's himfelf. For be 
The facred honour of himfelf, his Queen's, 
His hopeful fon's, his babe's, betrays to dander, 
Whofe fting is fliarper than the fword's, and will not 
(For as the cafe now ftands, it is a curfe 
He cannot be compell'd to't) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten. 
As ever oak or ftone was found. 

Leo, A callat 
Of boundlefs tongue, who late hath heat her hufband, 
And now baits me \ — This brat is none of mine ; 
It is the iflue oi PoUxenes. 
Hence with it, and together with the dam. 
Commit them to the fire* Paul. 
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Tavl, It is yours ; 
And, might we lay th'old proverb to your charge. 
So like you, 'tis the worfe. Behold, my lords, 
Altho' the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father; eye, nofe, lip, 
The trick of s frown, his forehead, nay, the valley, 
The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek, his fmiles, 
The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger. 
And thou, good Goddefs Nature, which haft made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou haft 
The ordering of the mind too, 'mongft all colours 
No yellow in' t; left flie fufpefl, as he does, 
Her children not her hufband's. j 

Leo» A grofs hag ! * 

And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hand, 
That wilt not ftay her tongue. 

Ant. Hang all the hufbands. 
That cannot do that feat, you'll leave yourfelf . 
Hardly one fubjeft. 

Leo, Once more, take her hence. 

Faid, A moft unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leo. I'll ha' thee burnt. 

Faul, I care not ; 
It is an heretic that makes the fire. 
Not flie which burns in't. I'll not call you tyrant, 
But this moft cruel ufagc of your Queen 
(Not able to produce more accufation 
Than your own weak-hing'd fancy) fomething favours 
Of tyranny; and will ignoble make you, 
Yea, fcandalous to the world. 

Leo, On you allegiance. 
Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant, 
Where were her life ? fhe durft not call me io^ 
If flie did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul, I pray you, do not pufli me, I'll be gone.3 
, Look to your babe, my lord, 'tis yours ; Jove fend her 
A better guiding fpirit f What need thefe hands ? 

You 
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You, that are thus fo tender o'er his follies, 

Will never do him good, not one of you. 

So, fo i farewel, we are gone. [Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

Leo. 'THHOU, traitor, haft fet on thy wife to this . 
X My child? away with't. Even thou, thou 
that haft 
A heart fo tender o'er it, take it hence. 
And fee it inftantly confum'd with fire; 
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up ftraight : 
Within this hour bring jnc word it is done. 
And by good teftimony, or TU feize thy life. 
With what'thou elfe calFft thine : if thou refufe^ 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, fay fo : 
The baftard brains with thefe my proper hands 
Shall I dafli out : go take it to the fire. 
For thou fett'ft on thy wife. 

Ant, I did not. Sir : 
Thefe lords, my noble fellows, if they pleafe. 
Can clear me in't. 

Lord, We can ; my royal Liege, 
He is not guilty of her coming hither: 
Leo, You're liars all. 

Lords, 'Befeech your Highnefs, give us better cre- 
dit. 
We've always truly ferv'd you, and befeech you 
So to efteem of us: and on our knees we beg, 
(As recompence of our dear fervices 
Paft, and to come) that you do change this purpofe. 
Which being fo horrible, fo bloody, muft 

Lead on to fome foul iffue. We all kneel 

Leo, I am a feather for each wind that blows : 
Shall I live •on, to fee this baftard kneel 
And call me father ? better burn i t now. 
Than curfe it then. But be it; let it live: 
It ihall not neither. — You, Sir, come you hither; 

[fo Antigonus. 
You 
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You ^hat have been fo tenderly officioui 

With lady Margery, your midwife there, 

To fave this baftard's life; for 'tis a baftard, 

So fare as this beard's grey) what will you adventure 

To fave this brat'« life ? 

Ant. Any thi»g, my Lord^ 
That my ability may undergo. 
And uoblenefs impofe: at leaft, thus much; 
ril pawn the little blood which I have left. 
To fave the innocent ; any thing poffiblc. 

Leo. It Ihall he poflible; fwear by this fword, 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ani, I will, my Lord. 

Leo. Mark and perform it; feeft thou? for the fail 
Of any point in't ihall not only be 
Death to thyfelf, but to thy lewd-tongu d wife, 
Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee. 
As thou art liegc-man to us, that thou carry 
This female baftard hence, and that thou bear it 
To fome remate and defart place, quite out 
Of our domtnions ; and that there thou leave it, 
(Without more mercy,) to its own proteftion 
And favour of the climate. As by ftrange fortune 
It came to us, 1 do in juftice charge thee. 
On thy fouFs peril and thy body's torture. 
That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place. 
Where chance may nurfe, or end it. Take it up. 

Ant. I fwear to do this : tho' a prefent death 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe; 
Some powerful fpirit inftruA the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurfes [ Wolves and bears, they fay, 
(Calling their favagenefs afidc) have done 
Like offices of pity. Sir, be profperaus 
In more than this deed does require ; and blcffing, 
Againft this cruelty, fight on thy fide I 

Poor thing condema-d to lofs. 

[Exit^ with the child. 

Leo. 
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Leo, No ; ril not rear '< 

Another's iffue. 

ErUer a Meffenger. 

Mef. Pleafe your Highnefs, polls. 
From thofe you fent to th' oracle, are come 
An hour fince. Cleomines and Dian^ 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos^ are both landed, 
Hafting to th' court. 

Lord. So pleafe you. Sir, their fpeed 
Hath been beyond account. 

Leo. Twenty-three days 
They have been abfent : this good fpeed foretels. 
The great Apollo fuddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords, 
Summon a feffion, that we may arraign 
Our moft dilloyal tady ; for as flie hath 
Been publicly accus'd, fo fhall fhe have 
A juft and open trial. While (he lives, 
My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me. 
And think upon my bidding. [Exeunt fever ally. 



ACT III. SCENE L 

A Part of Sicily, near the Seafide. 
Enter Cleomines and Dion. 

C LEOMINES. 

THE climate's delicate, the air moft fweet, 
Fertile the iQe, the temple much furpaffing 
The common praifc it bears. 

Dion. It fliames report. 
Forcraoft it caught me, the celeftial habits, 
(Methinks, I fo fhould term them,) and the reverence 

Of the grave wearers. O, the facrifice 

. - How 
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How ceremonious, foleran, and unearthly 
It wa^ ilh' oflKting ! • 

CUo, But of all, the burft 
And the ear-dcafning voice o'th' oracle, 
Kin to Jovts thunder, fo furpriz'd my fenfe, 
Th^t^I, was.pp^hing., v ^, . 
,l)i>9r. If ^h'^ventpUh' journey 
Prov^ as fucccfsful.to th« Queen,, (O htt fp!) 
As it hath been to us,.ja|ip, pleaf:^n,t, fpeedy, 
The ufe is worth the time on't. 

Cleo, Gxcz% Apollo^ ^ ..» ■ . -. 
Turn all to th' heft ! thefe proclamations^ 
So forcing faults upon Hermione^ 
I little' like, . , ;. 

Dion, The, violent carriage of it 
Will clear, or eipd the bufinefs ; when the oracle, 
(Thus by Apollo^ great divine feaFd up,) 
Shall the contents difcover: fomething rare 
Even then will rufti to knowledge. Go ; frefli horfes : 
And gracious be the iflue ! [Exeunt, 

s c E N E II. 

• Reprefents a Court of Jujiice. 

Lcontes, Lords and Officers^ appear properly feated. 

Leo. 'nr^HIS feffion, (to our great grief, we, pro 

JL nounce,) 

Ev'n pulhes 'gainft our heart. The party try'd. 
The daughter of a King, our wife, and one 
Of,us too much belov'd; — let us be clcar'd 
Of being tyrannous, fince we fo openly 
Proceed in juftice, which fliall have due courfe, 
Even to the guilt, or the purgation. 
Produce the priforier.^ — 

Offi. It is his Highnefs' pleafare, that the Queen 
Appear in perfon here in court. Silence ! 

-. Y<it. IV. F Her 
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Hermione is brought in^ guarded ; Paulina, and Ladies 
attending. 

Leo. Read the indiflment. 

Offi. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, King 
of Sicilia, thou art here accufed an^ arraigned of high 
treafon^ in committitig adultery Tdith-Volixtiics^ -King of 
Bohemia^ and confpiring wifh 'C'SitniWo to' lake away the 
life of our fovereign lord theKihg-^ thy royal hufbdrut; the 
pretence whereof being by cheumjiances partly laid} open, 
thou^ Hermione, contrary to the faith arid allegiance of a 
truefubjeBf^ didjl counfel and aid tktm^for their better fafety^ 
to fly away by night. 

Her. Since what I am to fay^ muft be but' That* 
Which contradids my accufatioh ; and» * 
The teftimony on my part, no other 
But what comes from myfelf ; itfhall fcarce boot me 
To fay. Not guilty : mine integrity, 
Being counted falihood, (hall, as I exprefs it. 
Be fo receiv'd. But thus, if powers divine 
Behold our human aftions, as they do, 
I donbt not then, but innocence .mall make 
Falfe accufation blufh, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. — ^You, my Lord, beft know. 
Who leaft will feem to do fo, my pafl life 
Hath been as continent, as chafie, as true, 
As I am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than hiftory can pattern, tho' devis'd, 
And play'd, to take fpefiators. For behold me 
A fellow of the royal bcdy which awe 
A moiety of the throne, a great King's daughter, 
The mother to a hopeful Prince, here (landing 
To prate and talk for life and honour, 'fore 
Who pleafe to coine and hear. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh grief which I would fpare : for honour, 
Tis a derivative from me to mine, 
And only That I ftand for. * I appeal 
To your own confcience, Sir, before Polixenes 

Came 



Tkc Winter's Tale. gg 

Came to your court, how I was iii your gtace, 
How merited to be fo ; ftnce he came. 
With what encounter fo uncurrent I 
Have ftrain'd t'appear thus ; if one jot beyond 
The bounds of honour, or in aft, or will 
That way inclining, hardned be the hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near ft of kin 
Cry, fie, upon my grave ! 
LeQ, I ne'er heard yet, 
That any of thofe bolder vices wanted 
Lefs inxpiidence to gain-fay what they did, 
Than to perform it firft. 

Her, That's true enough : 
Tho** 'tis a faying. Sir, not due to me, 
Leo. You willTiot own it. 
Her. More than miftrefs of. 
What comes to me in name of fault, I muft not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes^ 
With whom I am accus'd, I do confefs, 
I lov'd him, as in honour he required; 
With fuch a kind of love, as might become 
A lady like me ; with a love, even fuch, 
So and no other, as yourfelf commanded : 
Which not to have done, I think, had been in rac 
Both difobedience and^ingratitude 
To you, and towards your friend ; whdfe love had 

fpok€. 
Even fince itcould fpeak, ftoto an infant, freely. 
That it was yours'. Now for Confpiracy, 
I know not how. it taftes, tho' it be difti'd 
For me to try how; all I know of it, 
Is, that Camillo wasan honeft man ; 
And why he left your Court, the Gods themfelves 
(Wotting no more than I,) are ignorant. 

Leo, You kn«w of his departure, as you know 
What you havjs undertaken to do in's abfence. 

Her, Sir, 
You fpeak a language that I underftand liot ; 

F 2 My 
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My life flands in the level of your dreams, 
Which ril lay down. 

Leo. Your A&ions are my Dreams. 
You had a Baftard by Polixenes^ 
And I but dream'd it : — as you were paft all (hame, 
(Thofe of your Fad are fo) fo paft all truth ; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails : for as 
Thy brat hath been caft out, like to itfelf. 
No father owning it, (which is, indeed, 
More criminal in thee than it) fo thou 
Shalt feel our juftice ; in whofe eafi^ft paffage 
Look for no lefs than death. 

Her, Sir, fpare your threats ; 
The bug, which you would fright me with, I feek: 
To me can life be no commodity. 
The crown and comfort of my life, your Favour, 
I do give loft ; for I do feel it gone, 
But know not how it went. My fecond joy. 
The firft-fruits of my body, from his prefence 
I'm barr'd like one infeftious. My third cotnfort, 
( Starr'd moft unluckily,) is from my breaft 
(The innocent milk in. its moft innocent mouth) - 
Hal'd out to murder ; myfelf on every poft 
Proclaim'd a ftrumpet with immodeft hatred ; 
The child-bed privilege deny'd, which 'longs 
To women of all fafliion : laftly, hurried 
Here to this place, Tth' open air, before 
I have got ftrength of limit. Now, my liege, 
Tell mc what bleffings I have -here aJive, 
That I fhould fear to die ? therefore proceed : 

But yet hear this ? miftake me not; no life, 

I pri^e it not a ftraw; but for:niine honour, 
Which I would free, if I fliall be condemn'd 
Upon furmifes, (all proofs fleeping. elfe, 
But what your jealoufies awake,) I tell you, 
'Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your Honours all, 
I do refer me to the Oracle : 

Apollo he my }udge. * 

SCENE 



The Winter's Tale. loi 

SCENE III. 

Enter Dion and Cleomines. 
Lord, nn HIS your requeft 

-L Is altogether juft; therefore bring forth. 
And in Apollo's name, his Oracle. 

Her, The Emperor of Riiffia was my father. 
Oh, that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's trial ; that he did but fee 
The flatnefs of my mifery ; yet with eyes 
OF Pity, not Revenge ! 

Offi. You here fliall fwear upon the Sword of Juftice, 
That you, Geomines and Dion^ have 
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brouglxt 
This feal'd up Oracle, by the hand delivered 
Of great ApoUo^s Prieft ; and that lincc then 
You have not dar'd to break the holy Seal, 
Nor read the fecrets in't. 

Oeo. Dion. All this we fwear, 

Leo. Break up the Seals, and read- 

Offi. Hermione is chqfte, Polixenes hlameUjs^ Ca- 
millo a true SvhjeB^ Leontes a jealous Tyrant^ his inna- 
cent babe truly begotten ; and the Kingjhall live without an 
heir, if That^ which is loji, be not found. 

Lords. Now blefled be the great Apollo I 

Her. Praifed! 

Leo. Haft thou read truth ? 

Offi. Ay, my lord,, even fo as it is here fet down. 

1^0. There is no truth at all i'th' Oracle; 
The Seffion (hall proceed ; this is mere falfliood. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. My lord the King, the King, — 

Leo. What is the bufinefs ? 

Ser. O Sir, I fhall be hated to report it. 
The Prince your fon, with mere conceit and fear 
Of the Queen's Speed, is gone. 

F3 Leo. 
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Leo. How gone ? 

Ser, Is dead* 

Leo. Apollo^s angry, and the heav'ns ihemfelves 
Do ftrike at itiy injuAice. — How now, there? 

[Hgt. faints, 

Paul. This news is mortal to the Queen: look down. 
And fee what death is doing. 

Leo. Take her hence ; 
Her heart is but p'er-charg'd; {he will recover. • . 
[Exeunt Paulina and ladies with Hermione. 

SCENE IV, 

I have too much believed mine own fufpicion : 
'Befeech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. Apollo, pardon . 
My great Prophanettefs 'gainft thine Oracle i 

ril recomriie me to Poli^efies,j ::.' 

New woo my Queen, recall- the g6od Camillb ; 

(Whom I proclaim a man of Truth, of Mercy) 

For being tranfported by my- jealoufies 

To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chofe 

Camillb for rhe Miniftcr^ to prifon 

My friend Folixenes ; which had been done, 

But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 

My fwift Command; tho' I with death, and with 

Reward, did threatdn, and encourage him. 

Not doing it, and being done ; he (moft humane. 

And fiird with Honour) to my kingly Gueft 

Unclafp'd my praftice, quit his fortunes here. 

Which youinew great, and to the certain hazard 

Of all incertainties himfelf commended. 

No richer than his honour : how he glifters 

Through my dark Ruft ! and how his Piety J 

Does my deeds make the blacker I 



SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Enter Paulina. 

FauL WJ O E the while ? 

V V O, cut my lace, left my^hcart, cracking it. 
Break too. 

Lord. What fit is. this, good lady ? 

FauL What ftudied torments, Tyrant, haft for me ? 
What,wh^ls ? racks ? fires ? what flaying ? boiling? 

.burning 
In leads, or oils ? what old, or newer, torture 
Muft I repeive? whofe every word deferves 
To tafte of thy moft warft. Thy Tyranny 
Together working with thy Jealoufies, 
( Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of mine ! ) O, think, what they have done. 
And then run mad, indeed ; ftark mad, for all 
Thy .by-gone fooleries wej« but ibices of it. 
That tnou belray'dft FolinauSk 'twa« .nothing ; 
That did but ihew thee off, a fool, inconftant. 
And damnable ingrateful s nor was't much; 
Thou would'ft have poifon'd good CamUlo's honour. 
To have him kill a King : poor trefpafles. 
More monftrous ftanding by.; whereof I reckon 
The cafting forth to crows thy baby-daughter. 
To be, Ot none, or little-, fcho' a devil . ' 

Would have flbed water out' of: fire, ere do» t : 
Nor is' t diredly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young Prince, \vhofe honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleft tlie heart, . 
That could conceive a grofs and fooliOi Sire 
Blctfiittifi his graciouSi D^m : this is not, no. 
Laid to thy anfwer ; but the laft,- O lords. 
When I have.faid, cry, woe ! the Queen, the Queen,- 
The fweetcft,dcareft, creature's dead; and vengeance 

for't 
Not dtopt down yet. 
... F4 Loi'd. 
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Lord. The higher Powers forbid • 

FauL I fay, (he's dead: I'll fwear't: if word, nor 
oath, 
Prevail not, go and fee : if you can bring 
Tinfture or luftre in her lip, her eye, ' " ' . 

Heat outwardly, orbfeath within, FlI ferve you 
As I would do the Gods. But, O thou tyrant ! 
Do not repent thefe things ; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes' can ftir : therefore betake thee 
To nothing but Defpair. A thoufand knees. 
Ten thoufand years together, naked^- fafting. 
Upon a barren mountain, and ftill winter 
In ftorm perpetual, could not move the Gods 
To look that way thou wert* 

Leo, Go on, go on : 
Thou canft not fpeak too much ; I have deferv'd 
All tongues to talk their bittereft. 

Lord. Saynotnore; 
However the bufincT;? goes, you have made fault 
Tth' boldnefs of your fpccch. 

Faut, I am forry for't. 
All faults I make, when I (hall come to know them, 
I. do repent : alas, Fv? fhew'd too much 
The ralhnefs of a woman; he is touchM 
To th' noble heart. What's gone, and what's paft 
help," ••],;..' ^: .'•; ;• i; 
Should be paft grief. "Dsonot receive afflidion » 
At my petition^ I befeech you ; rather • 
Let me be puniQi'd, that have minded you 
Of what you Qiould forget. Now, good my Uegc, 
Sir, royal Sir, forgive a foolifh woman; 
The love I bore your Queens— lo, Ibol again ! — 
I'll fpeak of her no more, nor of your children t • 
I'll not remember you' of my own lord, ' 

Who is loft too. lake you yourpatience to you» 
And rU fay nothing. 

Leo, Thou didft fpeak but well, 
When raoft the truth ; which L receive much 'better 

Than 
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Than to be pitied of thee^ Pr'ythee, bring me 

To the dead bodies of my Queen and fon ; 

One Grave fhall be for both. Upon them fhall 

The caufes of their death appear unto 

Our ihame perpetual ; once a day Fll vifit 

The Chapel wherie they lie, and tears, (hed there, 

Shall be my recreation. So long as nature 

Will bear up with this exercife, fo long 

I daily vow to ufe it. Come, and lead me 

To thefe forrows, [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to Bohemia. A defart Country; the Sea at a, 
little Dtftance. 

Enter Antigonus with a Child^ and a Marine. ^ 
Ant. T^ H O U art petfeft then, our fhip hath touch'd 

X upon 

The defarts of Bohemia ? 

Mar. Ay, my lord; and fear, 
We've landed in ill time : the fkies look grimly. 
And threaten prefent blufters. In my confcience, 
The heav'ns with that we have in hand are angry. 
And frown upon's. 

Afit. Their facred wills be done! get thee aboard, 
•Look to thy bark, Til not be long before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your beft hafle, and go not 
Too far i'th' land; 'tis like to be loud weather. 
BeGdes, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of pray, that keep upon t. 

Ant. Go thou away, 
ril follow inftantly. 

Mar. Vm glad at heart 
To be fo rid o'th' bufinefs. • [Exit, 

Ant. Come, poor babe ; 
I have heard, but not believ'd, the fpirits of the dead 
F 5 May 
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May walk again ; if fuch thing be, thy mother 

Appeared to me laft night ; for ne'er was dream 

So like a waking. To me comes a creature. 

Sometimes herliead on one lide^ fomd another, 

I never faw a veffei of like forrow 

So fiird, and fo becoming; in pure white robes. 

Like very fanftity, flic did approach / 

My cabin where I lay ; thrice bow'd before me. 

And, gafping to begin fome fpeech, her eyes 

Became two fpouts; the furyfpent, anon 

Did this breab from her. Good Antigonus^ 

Since fate, againft thy better difpofition. 

Hath made thy perfon for the thrower-out 

Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, 

Places remote enough are in Bohemia^ 

There weep, and leave it crying; and, for the babe 

Is counted loft for ever and ever, Terdita^ 

I pr'ythec, call't. For this ungentle bufineft. 

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er fhalt fee 

Thy wife Paulina more. And fo, withfiirieks. 

She melted into air. Affrighted miich, 

I did in time colled myfelf, and thought 

This was fo, and no flumber : Dreams are toys. 

Yet for this once, yea, fuperftitioufly, 

I will be fquar'd by this. I do believe, 

Hermione hath fuffe/d death ; and that 

Apollo would, this being indeed the iffue 

Of King Folixenes, it (hould here be laid. 

Either for life or death, upon the earth 

Of its right father. Bloffom, fpeed thee well ! 

[Laying down the child. 
There lie, and there thy ciharader : there thefe. 
Which may, if fortune pleafe, both breed thee, pretty 

one. 
And ftill reft thine. The florm begins; Poor 

wreich. 
That for thy mother's fault art thus expos'd 
To lofs, and what may follow, (weep I cannot, 

But 
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But my heart bleeds : and moft accurft am I 

To be by oath enjoiivd to this.) Farrewelf 

The day frowns more and more ; thou art like to 

have 
A lullaby too rough : I never faw 
The heav'ns fo dim by day. A favage clamour ! 
Well may I get aboard ! this is the chafe ; 
I am gone for ever. [Exit^ purfued by a bear, 

SCENE VII. 

Enter an old Shepherd. 

Shep, T Would there were no age between ten and 

A three and twenty, or that youth would fleep 

out the reft: for there is nothing in the between but 

getting wenches with child, wronging the ancientry. 

Healing, fighting hark you now! would 

any but thefe boil'd brains of nineteen, and two 
and twenty, hunt this weather ? They have fcar'd 
away two of my heft Iheep, which, I fear, the wolf 
will fooner find than the mafter ; if any where I have, 
them, 'tis by the fea-fide, bronzing of ivy. Good 
luck, an't be thy will ! what have we here ! [Taking 
up the child-] Mercy on's a bearne I a very pretty 
bearne ! a boy, or a child, I wonder! a pretty one, 
a very pretty one; fure, fome 'fcape : tho' I am not 
bookifti, yet I can read waiting-gentlewoman in the 
Ycape. This has been fome ftair-work, fome trunk- 
work, fome behind-door-work t they were warmer 
that got this, than the poor thing is here. I'll take 
it up for pity, yet Fll tarry 'till my fon come : he 
hollow'd but even now ; Whoa, ho-hoa ! 

4 
Enter Clown. 

- Clo. Hilloa, loa]— ^-r- 

Shep. What, art fo near? if thou'lt fee* a thing to 
talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. 
What ail'ft thou, man? 

F 6 Oo. 
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Clo, I have feen two fuch fights, by fea and by land ; 
but I am not to fay, it is a fea ; for it is now the (ky ; 
betwixt the firmament and it you cannot thrufi a bod- 
kin' s point. 

Ship, Why. boy, how is it? ' 

Clo. I would, you did but fee how it chafes, how 
it rages, how it takes up the fhore; but that's not to' 
the point; oh, the moft piteous cry of the poor fouls, 
fometimes to fee 'em, and not to feq 'em : now the 
(hip boring the moon with her main-maft, and anon 
fwallow'd with yeft and froth, as you'd thrull a cork 
into a hogfhead. And then for the land-fervice — 
to fee. how the bear tore out his (houlder-bonc, how 
he cry'd to me for help, and faid, his name was Anti- 
gonus^ a nobleman. But to make an end of the flaip, 
to fee how the fea flap-dragon'd it. But firft, how 
the poor fouls roar'd, and the fea mock'd them. And 
how the poor gentleman roar'd, and the bear mock'd 
him ; both roaring louder than the fea, or weather. 

Shep, 'Name of mercy, whei; was this, boy? 

Clo, Now, now, I have not wink'd fince I faw thefc 
fights; the men are not yet cold under water, nor 
the bear half din'd on the gentleman; he's at it now. 

Shep. 'Would, 1 had been by to have help'd the 
old man. 

Clo, I would, you had been by the Chip-fide, to 
have help'd her; there your charity would have 
lack'd footing ^ — \AJide.' 

Shep, Heavy matters, heavy matters I but look thee 
here, boy. Now blefsthyfelf; thou meet'ft with things 
, dying, 1 with things new born. Here's a fight for 
thee; look thee, a bearing-cloth for a fquire's child! 
look thee here; take up, take up, boy, open't; fo, 
let's fee: it was told me, I fhould be rich by the 
fairies. This is fomechangling; open't; what's with- 
in, boy ? 

Clo, Vou'rc a mad old man; if the fins of your 

youth 
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youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold ! 

all gold! 

Shep, This is fairy gold, boy, and will prove fo. 
Up with it, keep it clofej home, home, the next ^'ay. 
We are lucky, boy ; 'and to be fo ftill, requires no- 
thing but fecrefy. Let ray flieep go: come, good 
boy, the next way home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with your findings, Til 
go fee if the Bear be gone -from the gentleman; and 
how much he hath eaten : they are never curft but 
when they are hungry: if there be any of him left, 
ril bury it. . ^ 

Shep. That's a good deed. If thou may'ft difcern 
by that which is left of him, what lie is, fetch me to 
th' fight of him. 

C/<?. Marry, will I ; and you (hall .help to put him 
i'th' ground. 

Shep, 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and we'll do good 
deeds on' t. [E^ceunt. 

Enter Time, as Chorus. 
Time. I, that pleafe fome, try all, both joy and 
terror 
Of good and bad, that raake and unfold error; 
Now take upon me, in the name of Time^ 
To ufe my wings. Impute it not a crime 
To me, or my fwift palFage, that I Aide 
O'er fixteen years, and leave the gulf untryM 
Of that wide gap ; fince it is in my power 
To o'erihrow law, and in one felf-born hour 
To plant and overwhelm cuflom. Let me pafs 
The fame 1 am, ere ancient'ft order was, 
Or what is now recciv'd. I witnefs to 
The times, that brought them in ; fo (hall I do 
To th' frelheft things now reigning, and make ftalc 
The gliftering of this prefent, as my tale 
Now feemsto it: your patience this allowing, 
I turn my glafs ; and give my fcene fuch growing, 
As you had flept between. Lemtes leaving 

Th* 
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Th' eflEcfls of his fond jealoufies, fo grieving 

That he (huts up himfelf ; imagine me, 

Gentle fpeflatprs, that I ndw may be 

In fair Bohemia; and remember well, 

I mention here a fon o'th' King's whom Florizel 

I now name tp you ; and with fpeed fo pace 

To fpeak of Ferdita^ now grown in grace 

Equal with wondring. What of her enfues, 

I lift not prophefy. But let Timers news 

Be ktiown^ when 'tis brought forth. A Ihephcrd's 

daughter. 
And what to her adheres, which follows after. 
Is th' argument of time ; of this allow, 
If ever you have fpent time worfe ere: now : 
If never, yet that Time himfelf doth fay. 
He wilhes earneftly, you never may. [Exit. 



ACT IV- SCENE I. 

The Court ^Bohemia. 
Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 

PoLlXENiS. 

I Pray thee, good Camillo^ be no more importunate 
'tis a licknefs denying thee any thing, a death to 
grant this. 

Cam, It is fifteen years fince. I faw my country ; 
though I have for the mod part been aired abroad, I 
deiire to lay my bones there. Befides, the penitent 
King, my mafter, hath fent for me ; to whofe feeling 
forrows I qjjight befome allay, or I o'erweento think 
fo, which is^iiother fpur to my departure. 

FoL As thoulov'ft me, Camillo^ wipe not out the 
reft of thy fervices by leaving me now ; the need I 
have of thee, thine own goodnefs hath made: better 

not 
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not to have had thee, than thus to want thee. Thou 
having made me bufinefies, which none^without thee, 
can fufficiently manage, mufl: either ftay to execute 
them thyfelfjOr take away with thee the very fervices 
thou haft done ; which if I have not enough conii- 
der'd, (as too much I cannot,] to be more thankful to 
thee fhall be my ftiidy; and my profit therein, the^ 
reaping friendfhips. Of that fatal country Sicilia^ 
pr''ythee, fpeak no more; whofe very naming pu- 
nifhes me with the remembrance of that penitent, as 
thou cairft him, and reconciled King my brother, 
whofe lofs of his moft precious Queen and children 
are even now to be afrefli lameniecU Say to me, whfen 
faw'ft thou the Prince Florizel my fon? Kings are no 
lefs unhappy, their iffue not being gracious, than 
they are in lofing them, when they have approved 
their virtues. 

Cam, Sir, it is three days fince I faw the Prince; 
what his happier affairs may he, are to me unknown : 
but. I have (miffing him) noted, he is of late much re- 
tired from court, and is lefs frequent to his princely 
exercifes than formerly he hath appeared. 

Pol. I have confider'd fo much, Camillo, and with 
feme care fo far, that I have eyes under my fervice, 
which look upon his removednefs ; from whom I 
have this intelligence, that he is feldom from thehoufe 
of a moft homely Ihepherd; a man, they fay, that 
from very nothing, and beyond the imagination of 
his neighbours, is grown into an unfpeakable eftate. 

Cam. I have heard. Sir, of fuch a man, who hath 
a daughter of moft rare note ; the report of her is ex- 
tended more than can be thought to begin from fuch 
a cottage. 

Pol. That's likewife a part of nly intelligence; but, 
I fear, the Angle that plucks our fon thither. Thou 
Ihalt accompany us to the place, where we will (not 
appearing what we are) have fome queftion with the 
ihepherd; from whofe fimplicity, I think it not un- 

eafy 
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cafy to get the caufeof my fon's refort thither. Pr'y- 
• thee, be my prefent partner in this bufinefs, and lay 
afide the thoughts of SicUia, 

Cam. I willingly obey your command. 
FoL My beft Camillo — we muft difguife ourfelves- 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE II. 

Changes to the Country. 

Enter AutoMcus Jinging, 
X/t/H E ^ daffodils begin to peere^ 
^^ Wiih^ heighi the doxy oner the dale^ 

* Why^ then come in thejweet oUK year; 

''Fore the red blood reins-in the winter pale. 
The white Jheet bleaching on the hedge ^ 

With^ hey ! thefwcet hirds^ how theyjing ! 
Doth Jet my progging tooth on edge ; 

For a quart of ale is a di/hfor a king. 
The lark^ that tirra-lyra chants^ 

Withy hey ! with^ hey I the thrti/h and the jay : 
Are fummer Jongs for me and my aunts^ 

While we lie tumbling in the hay. 

I have ferved Prince Florizel^ and in my time wore 
three-pile, but now I am out of fervice. 

Butjhall I go mourn for that^ my dear ? 

The pale moonjhines by night: 
And when I wander here and there, 

I then do go moft right. 

♦ Why, then comes in thejweet o' th" year ; 

For the red blood reigns in the wintcr'j pale.'] This Nonfenrc 
fhould be read thus, 

Why, then come in thejweet o' M' year; 
'fore the red blood rcins-tn the winter pale, 
i. e. Why then come in, or let us enjoy, Pleafurc, while the Scafon 
fcrvcs, before pale Winter reins-in the red or youthful Blood ; as much 
as to fay, let us enjoy Life in Youth, before old Age comes and 
freezes up the Blood. 

7/ 
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If tinkers may have leave to liv€^ 

And hear thtjowjkin budget; 
Then my account Iwdi may give^ 

And in thefiocks avouch it. 

My traffirns ftieets ; when the kite builds, look to 
leffer linen. My father namM me Autolicus^ being 
litter'd MndGv Mercury ; who, as I am, was likewife a 
fnapper-up of unconfider'd trifles: with die and drab, 
I purchas'd this caparifon ; and my revenue is the 
filly cheat. Gallows, and knOck, are too powerful 
on the high-way; beating and hangiiig are terrors 
to me : for the life to come, 1 deep out the* thought 
of it. — A prize ! a prize ! 

SCENE III. 

Enter Clown. - 
do. T ETme fee,- — —Every eleven weather todF, 
JLj every tod yields pound and* odd ftiilling; 
fifteen hundred fliorn, what comes the wool too? 
Aut, If the fprindge hold, the cock's mine. — 

[Afide. 
Clo. I cannot do't without compters. Let me fee^ 
what am I to buy for our fheep-ihearing feaft, three 
pound of fugar, five pound of currant?, rice—! — what 
will t\i\% fifter oi" mine do with rice? but my father 
hath made her miftrefs of the feaft, and flie lays it 
on. She haih made me four and twenty nofe-gays 
for the fliearers; three-man fong-men all, and very 
good ones, but they are moft of them means and 
bafes ; but one Puritan among them, and he fings 
pfalms to born-pipes. I muft have fafFron to colour 

the warden-pies, mace-^ — dates none — that'« but 

of my note : nutmegs, feven; a race or two of ginger, 
but that I may beg-, four pound of prunes, and as 
many raifins o'th' fun. 

Aut. Oh, that ever I was born ! 

[Grovding on the ground. 
'Clo. 
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Clo, Tth" name of me 

Aut, Oh, help me, help me: pluck but oflF thefc 
rags, and then deaths death ^ • . 

Clo» Alack, poor foul, thx)u haft need of more rags 
to lay on thee, rather than have thefe offn 

Aut. Oh, Sir, the loathfomnefs of tlicm offends 
me, more than the flripes I have receiv'd, which ar^ 
mighjy ones, and millions. 

Clo. Alas, poor man ! a million of beating may 
come to a great matter, 

Aut, I amrobb'd, Sir, and beaten ; my money and 
apparel ta'en from me, and thefe detcftablc things 
put upon me. 

Clo. What, by a^ horfeman, or a footman ? 

Aut. A footman, fweet Sir, a footman. 

Clo. Indeed, he fliould be a footman, by the gar- 
ments he hath left with thee; if this be ahorfeman's 
coat, it hath feen very hot fcvice. Lend mc thy hand, 
i'll help thee. Come, lend me thy hand. . [ 

[Helping him upf 

Ant. Oh! good Sir, tenderly, oh ! 

Clo. Alas, poor foul. 

4ut.^ O good Sir, foftly, good Sir: I fear, Sir, my 
flioulder-blade is out. 

Clo,. How now ? canft ftand? 

Aut. Softly, dear Sir ; good Sir foftly ; you .ha' 
done me a charitable- office. 

, Clo. Dpft lack any money ? I have a little money 
for thee. 

Aut. No, good fweet Sir; no, I befeech you. Sir; 
J have a kinfman not paft three quarters of a mile 
hence, unto whom I \yas going, I ftall ih€r:e h?»ve 
money, or any thing I want: offer me no money,.! 
pray you; that kills my heart. 

Clo. What ma^nner of fellow was he that robb'd you? 

Aut. A fellow. Sir, that I have known logo about 
*with trol-my-dames : I knew him once a fervant of 
. * xcith ir^d-my-damif :] trm-madame, French. The Game of Nine- 
hplc*. tllC 
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the prince ; I cannot tell, good Sir, for which of his 
virtues it was, but he was certainly whipped out of 
the court. 

Clo. His vices, you would fay ; there's no virtue 
whipped out of the court ;. they cherifti it to make it , 
ftay there, and yet it will no more but abide. 

Aut. Vices 1 would fay, Sir. I know this man 
well, he hath been fince an ape-bearer, then ^ pro- 
cefs-ferver, a bailiff; then he compafsM a * motion of 
the prodigal fon, and married a tinker's wife within 
a mile where my land and living lies ; and, having 
flown over many khaviih profefiions, he fettled only 
in a rogue ; feme calt hipi Auiolicus. 

Clo. Out upon him, prig ! for my life, prig ; — 
he haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. 

Aut, Very true. Sir; he, Sir, he.; that's the rogue, 
that put me into t^iis apparel. 

Clo. Not a more cowardly. rogue in all Bohemia; if 
you had but lookM big^andfpit at him, he'd have run. 

Autp Icinuft confefs to you. Sir, I aip no fighter;' 
I am falfe of heart that way, and thaft he knew, I 
warrant him. 

Clo, How do you pow ? 

Aut. Swe^t Sir, much better than I was; I can 
ftand, and walk ; t will even take my leave of you, 
and pace foftly towards my kiixfmap s. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on thy way? 

Aut, No, good-fac'd Sir; no, fweet Sir. 

Clo. Then, farewel, I muft go to buy fpices for our 
Iheep-fliearing. ^ [Exit. 

Aut. Profper you, fweet Sir! Your purfe is not hat 
enough to purchafe your fpice. TU be with you at 
your Oieep-ihearing too : if I make not this cheat 
bring out another, and the fhearers prove {beep, let 
me be unroU'd, and my name put into the book of 
virtue I 

« moiion of tAe prodigal Jim,'] i. e. the Puppeijhowy then called M*- 
tioTu. A Term frequently occurring in our Author* 

S ONG. 
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SONG. 

'Jog on^jog on^ the foot-path way^ 

And merrily hent thejiile-a. 
A merry heart goes all the day^ 

Your fad tires in a mile-a. [Exit; 

SCENE IV. 

The ProfpeH of a Shepherd's Cot. 
Enter Florizel and Perdita. . 
Flo. 'T^ H E S E your unufual weeds to each part of 

X you 
Do give a life : no fliepherdefs, but Flora 
Peering in April's front. This your fhcep-flicaring 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the Queen on't. 

Fer. Sir, my gracious lord. 
To <jhide at your extremes it not becomes me : 
Oh pardon, that I name them : youT high felf. 
The gracious mark o'th' land, you have obfcurM 
With a fwain's wearing ; and me, poor lowly maid^ 
Moft goddefs-Iike prank'd up. But that our feafts 
In every mefs have folly, and the feeders 
Digeft it with a cuftom, I (hould blufh 
To fee you fo attired ; fworn, I think. 
To fliew my felf a glafs. 

Flo. I blefs the time. 
When my good falcon made her flight a-crofs 
Thy father's ground. 

Per. Now Jove afford you caufe ! 
To mc the difference forges dread, your greatnefs 
Hath not been us'd to fear ; even now I tremble 
To think, your father, by fome accident. 
Should pais this way, as you did : oh, the fates ! 
How would he look, to fee his work, fo noble. 
Vilely bound up ! what would he fay ! or how 

Should 
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Should I in thefe my borrowed flaunts behold 
The ftcrnnefs of his prefence ! 

Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity : the Gods tbemfelves, 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The fhapes of beads upon them. Jupiter^ 
Became a bull, and beilow'd ; the green Neptum 
A ram, and bleated; and the fire-rob'd God, 
Golden Apollo^ a poor humble fvvain. 
As I feem now. Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, * 
Nor in a way fo chafte : fincc my defires 
Run not before mine honour, nor my lufts \ 

Burn hotter than my faith. 

Fer. O, but,* dear Sir, 
Your refolution cannot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos'd, as it muft be, by th' power o' th' King. 
One of thefe two muft be neceflities, 
Which then will fpeak, that you muft change this 

purpofe, 
Or I my life. 

Flo, Thou deareft Perdita^ . 
With thefe forc'd thoughts, I pi'ythee, darken not 
The mirth o'th' feaft ; or Fll be thine, my fair. 
Or not my father s.. For. I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine. To this I am moft conftant, 
Tho' deftiny fay no. Be merry, (Gentle,) 
Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guefts are coming: 
Lift up your countenance, as 'twere the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial, which 
We two have fworn fball come. 

Per. O lady fortune, 
Stand you aufpicious I 



SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Enter Shepherd, Clmvn^ Mopfa, Dorcas^ Servants; with 
Polixenes and Gamillo di/guis'd, 

Eo, C E E, your guefts approach ? 

•^ Addrefs yourlclf to entertain them fprightly. 
And let's be red with mirth. 

Shep. Fie, daughter; when my old wife liv'd, upon 
This day flie was both pantler, butler, cook. 
Both dame and fervant ; welcora'd all, ferv'd all ; 
Would fing her fong, and dance her turn; now here 
At upper end o'th'table, now i'th'middle : 
On his ftioulder, and his; her face o'fire 
With labour; and the thing Gie took to quench it 
She would to each one fip. You are retired, 
As if you were a feafled one, and not 
The hoftefs of the meeting: pray you, bid 
Thefe unknown friends to's welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your blulhes, and prefent yourfelf 
That which you are, miftrefs o'th' feaft. Come on. 
And bid us welcome to your fheep-ftiearing. 
As your goo4 flock (hall profper. 

Per, Sirs, welcome. [To Pol. and Cam. 

It is my father's will, I (hould take on me 
The hoftefslhip o'th day ; you're welcome, Sirs. 
Give me thofe. flowers there, Dorcas — Reverend Sirs, 
For you there's rofemary and rue, thefe keep 
Seemiog and favour all the winter long: 
Grace and remembrance be unto you both. 
And welcome to our (hearing ! 

Pol. Shepherdefs, 
(A fair one are you,) well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

Per, Sir, the year growing ancient. 
Not yet on fummer's death, nor on the birth 

Of 
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Of trembling, wiatet, the faireft flowers o'th' feafon 
Are our carnations, and ftreak'd.gilly-flowers, 
Which fome^call nature's baftards : of that kind 
Our^raftic garden's barren, and I care not 
To get flips of them, 

FoL Wherefore, gentle maiden. 
Do !ydu heglc&.th^m ?: 

Fer, For I have heard it faid, 
There is an art, which in their piednefs fliares. 
With greJut creating ^nature. 

FoL Say, there be; 
Yet nature is made better by no mean, 
But nature makes that mean ; fo over that art, 
Which, you fay, adds to nature, is an art ' 

That nature makes.; you fee, fweet maid, we.maxry , 
A gentle fcyon to the wildeft ftock i 

And make conceive a bark of bafer kind 
By bud of nobler race. This h an art. 
Which does mend nature, change it rather ; but^ 
The art itfelf is nature. 
Fer. So it is. 

FoL Then make your garden rich in giily-flowers, 
And do not call them baftards. 

Fer. ril not put 
The dibble in earth, to fet one flip of them: 
No more than, were I painted, I would wifli 
This youth fhould fay, 'tWere well; and only there- 
fore 
Delirc to breed by me. — Here's flowers for you; 
Hot lavender, mints, favoury, ma'rjoram. 
The mary-gold, that goes to bed with th' fun. 
And with him rifes, weeping : thefe are flowefs 
Of middle fummer, and 1 think, they are given 
To men of middle age. Y'are very welcome. 

Cara. I fliould leave grazing, were I of your flock. 
And .only live by gazing. 

Fer, Out, alas ! 
You'd be fo lean, that blafls oi January 

Would 
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Would Blow you through and through.. Nowviny 
fai reft friend, ' 

I would, I had feme flowers o'th' fpring, that might 
Become your time of day ; and yours, and yours. 
That wear upon your virgin-branches yet 
Your maiden-heads growing : G FroJerpiruL, ^ . i 
For the flowers now, that, frighted, ohou jet'ft falU '. 
From -D?Vs waggon ! daffakliis, : • ' ,. . « . 
That come before the fwallow dares^ and take. ' J •' 
The winds of March with, beauty ; violets dun^ i 
But fweeter than the lids of Jutw's eyes, 
Or Cythereas breath ; pale primrofes, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Ffimbus in his ftrength ; (a malady 
Moft incident to maids; ) gold oxlips^ a»d 
The crown-imperial ; lillies of all kinds. 
The flower-deJis being one. .O thefe, I lack 
To make you garlands of, and, my fweet friend. 
To ftrow him o er and o'er. 

Flo. What? like a coarfe? 

Fer, No, like a bank, for love to lie. and play on ; 
Not like a coarfe ; or if,-^not to be buried 
But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your 

flowers ; 
Methinks, I play as I have feen them do 
In whitfon paftorals : fure, this robe of mine 
Does change my difpofition. 

Eo. What you do. 
Still betters what is done. When you fpeak, (fweet): 
rd have you do it ever; when you fing, 
rd have you buy and fell fo ; fo, give alms ; 
Pray, fo ; and for the ordering your affairs, ' 
To fing them too. When you do dance, I wifli you 
A wave o'th'fea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that;' move ftill, ftill fo, 
And own no other funftion. Each your doing. 
So Angular in each particular. 
Crowns what yau're doing in the prefcnt deeds,- 
Thatdfl your afts are Queens. Per. 
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Ttr. O Doricles^ 
Your praifes are too large ; but that your youth, 
And the true blood, which peeps forth fairly through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unftain'd fliepherd; 
With wifdom I might fear, my Darkles^ 
You woo'd me the falfe way. 

Fio. I think, you have 
As little (kill to fear, as I have purpofc 
To put you to't. But, come ; our dance, I pray; 
Your hand, my Perdita; fo turtles pair. 
That never mean to part. 

P^r. rilfwearfor'em. ' ' 

Pol. This is the prettiefl low-born lafs, that ever 
Ran on the green-ford; nothing (he does, or feems, 
But fmacks of fomething greater than hcrfelf. 
Too noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells her fomething. 
That makes her blood look out: good footh, £he is 
The Queen of curds and cream. 

Clo, Come on, Arikeup. 

Dor. Mop/a muft be your miftrefs ; marry, garlic 
to mend her kifling with — 

Mop. Now, in good time ! 

Clo. Not a word, a word ; we ftand upon our man- 
ners ; come, ftrike up. 

Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdejfes. 

Pol, Pray, good fliepherd, what fair fwainis this 
Who dances with your daughter? 

Shep, They call him Doricles, and he boafts himfelf 
To have a worthy breeding; but I have it 
Upon his own report, and 1 believe it: 
He looks like footh ; he fays, he loves my daughter, 
I think fo too ; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll fland and read 
As 'twere my daughter's eyes; and, to be plain, 
I think, there is not half a kifs to chufe 
Who loves another beft. 

Vot. IV. G Pol. 
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ToL She dances featly. 

Shep, She does any thjng^ tho' I report It 
That (hould be filent ; if young DmcUs 
Do light upon her, {he (hail bring him Tba^ 
Which he not dreams of. 

S C E N E VI. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. /^ Mafter, if you did but hear the pedler at 
V-/ the door, you would never dance again 
after a tabor and pipe-: no, the bag-pipe could not 
move you ; he. tings Ceveral tunes, fafter than you'll' 
tell money ; he utters them as he had eaten ballads, 
and all mens' ears grew to his tunes. 

Clo, He could never come better ; he fhall come 
in ; I love a ballad but even too well, if it be dole- 
ful matter merrily fet down ; ar a very pleafant thing 
indeed, and fung lamentably. 

. Ser, He hath fongs hx man, or woman, of all fizes ; 
no milliner can fo fit his cuftomers with gloves : he 
has the prettieft love-fongs for makls, fo without 
bawdry, (which is (Irange) with fuch delicate burdens 
of dil-do's and fa-ding's: jump her and thump her; 
and where fome ftretch-mou.th'd rafcal would, as it 
were, mean mifchief, and break a foul gap into the 
matter, be makes the maid to anfwer, Whoops do me 
no harm^ good man; puts him o£F, flights him, with 
Whoops do me no harm^ good man. 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkeft of an admirable-con- 
ceited fellow ; has he any upbraided wares ? 

Ser. He hath ribbons of all the colours i' th' rain- 
bow; points, more than all the lawyers in Bohemia 
can learnedly handle, though they come, to him by 
the grofs; inkles, caddifTes, cambrics, lawns; why, 
he fings them over, as they were Gods and God- 

♦ de ffcs; 
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defies; you would think a fmock were a flie-angel, 
be fo chants to the fleeve-band and the work about 
the fquare on't. 

Clo, Pr'ythee, bring him in; and let him approach, 
finging,; 

Fer. Forewarn him, that he ufe no fcurrilous words 
in^s tunes. • . 

/ Clo. You have of thefe pedlers that have more iti 
'em than you'd think, Gfien 

Fer. Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 

Enter PiMio\ic\xs fmging. 

lawn as whiU as driven fnow^ 

Cyprus black as eer was crow ; 

Gloves asfweit as damajk rojes, 

Majks for faces and for nofes ; 

Bugle bracelets^ neck-lace amber, 

Ferfumefor a lady^s chamber: 

Golden quoifs^ and Jiomachers^ • 

For. my lads to give their dears : 

Fins^ andpoaking-fikksoffieel^ ; ' . 

What maids lackfroni bead to heel: . 

Come buy of me, come : come buy^ came buy, 

Buy^ lads, or elfe your laffes cry. 

Come buy^ Sec. 

Clo. If I were not in love with M(?J^, thou fhould'ft 
take no money of me ; but being enthralled as I am, 
it will alfo be the bondage. of certain ribbons sind 
gloves. 

Mop» I was promisM them againft the feaft, but 
they come not too late now. 

J)or. He hath promis'd you more than that, or 
there be liars. 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: 'mayi 
be, he has paid you more ; which will ihame you to 
give him again. 

Clo. Is there no manners left among maids ? will 
G 2 they 
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they -wear their plackets, where they (hould wear 
their faces? is there not milking-time, when you are 
going to bed, or kill-hole, to whiftle of thefe fecrets; 
but you muft be tittle-tattling before all our guefts ? 
"'tis well, they are whifp' ring : clamour your tongues, 
and not a word more. 

Mop. I have done: come, you promised me a taw- 
dry lacfe, and a pair of fweiet gloves. 

C/o. Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
way, and loft all my money? 

Aut, And, indeed. Sir, there are cozeners abroad, 
therefore it behoves men to be wary. 

Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou fhalt lofc nothing 
here. 

Aut, I hope fo, Sir, for I have about me many 
parcels of charge. 

Clo. What haft here ? ballads ? 

Mop, Pray now, buy fome; I love a ballad in 
print, or a life ; for then we are fure they are true. 

Aut, Here's one to a very doleful tune, how a ufu- 
rer's wife was brought to bed with twenty money> 
bags at a burden; and howihelong'd to eat adders* 
heads, and toads carbonado'd. 

Mop, Is it true, think you ? 

Aut, Very true, and but a month old. 

Dor, Blefs me from marrying a ufurerf 

Aut, Here's the midwife's name to't, one mifirefs 
Tale-porter^ and five or fix honeft wives that were pre- 
fent. Why (hould I carry lies abroad? 

Mop. Pray you now, buy it. 

Clo. Come on, lay it by; and let's firft fee more 
ballads; we'll buy the other things anon. 

Aut. Here's another ballad, of a fifti that appear'd 
upon the coaft, on Wednefday the fourfcore of Aprily 
forty thoufand fadom above water, and fung this 
ballad againft the hard hearts of maids-; it was 
thought, file was a woman, and wasiurn'd into a 
cold fifb, for Ibe would not exchange fleih with one 

that 
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that lov'd her: the ballad is very pitiful, and as 
true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you ? 

^u/. Five juftices hands at it; and witnefles more 
than my pack will hold. 

Clo. Lay it by too s another. 

Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let's have fome merry ones. 

AuL Whyythis is a pafling merry one, and goes to 
the tune of Txvo maids wooing a man ,* there's fcarce a 
maid weftward, but ihe fings it : 'tis in requeft^ I can 
tell you. ... 

Mop. We can both (ing it ; if thou'lt bear a part, 
thou (halt hear, 'tis in three parts.' 

Dor. We had the tune on't a month ago. 

Aut. I can bear my part, you muft know, *tis my 
occupation: have at it with you» 

Aat. Get you hence^ for I mufi go, 

Where it Jits not you to know. 
Dor. Whitherf 
Mop. whitherf 
Dor. Whither? 
Mop. It becomes thy oath full welt^ 

Thou to me thyfecrets tell. 
Dor. Me too^ let me go thither : 
Mop. Or thou goeji to the grange:, or mill. 
Dor. If to either thou dofi ill: 
Aut. Neither. 
Dor. What neither? 
Aut. Neither. 

Dor. Thou hajifworn my love to be; 
Mopr Thou hajifworn it more to me : 

Then whither goejt? fay ^ whither? 

, Clo, Well have this fbng out anon by ourfelves : 

my father and the gentlemen are in fad talk^ and 

we'll not trouble them: come^ bring away thy pack 

G 3 after 
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after me. Wenches, Fll buy for yoti both : Pedler; 
let'^s have the firft choice: follow me, girls. 
Aut. And you fliall pay well for 'em. 

SON G; 

Will you buy any tapg, or lace. for' your cape, 
I • My dainiy duck] ifiy dear-a f - " * 

Andjilk, and. thready any toys for your head 
Of the nexv'fti and fin Jl^ finfi^ wear-a ? 

Come to the Pedler ; monefs a medler^ . 
That doth utter all men^s ware-a. • 
[Emc. Clown, Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mopfa. 

"- S C E N E. ^ VIL. 

, inter a Servant, , , •■ 
Ser, Ty/f ASTER, there are three carters, three&ep- 
iVX herds, three jieat-hexds, itruJ three, fwiner 
herds, that have made themfelves * all men of hair, 
they call ibemfelveS SaltiefS:.aod. they have a dance, 
which the wenches fay isr ^ gaJlymaufry of gambols, 
bccaufe they are not in't: but they themfelves arc 
o'th' mind, (if it be not too rough for^fomd, that 
know little but bowling,) it will pleafe plentiftilly. 

Shep, Kvfz.y\ we'll .^one on t; here has been too 
much homely foolery already. I know, Sir, we 
weary you. •. ; > 

FoL You "vveary thofe, ths^t refrefti Us: 'pray., let's 
fee thefe four-threes Qf .herdfmen. 

Ser, One three of them, by their .own report,. Sir, 
hath danc'd before the King; .and not the wx^rft of 
the three but jumps twelve foot and a half by th' 
fquare. 

Shep, Leave yo^ir prating v finfe> fhef<fc .gejod men 
are pleas'd,'lct them .<iome? in; but.'^^fujckKy now. 

* all men of hairy] i. e. nimble^ thjit leap as i£ fhey^ robouodcd : 
IhcThTiCcistakinfiotkrifmUM, Which w^re' fluffed wuK Hair. 
Soln ^^rf'V;itis ftiddf a Courfer, i^ ;i . : : ' 

Behunds as ^ his Enttaiis wtu H^irU ' " • . I < . 

Hen 
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Her$ a Dana of twelve Satyts^ 

ToL O, father, you'll know more.of that hereafter. 
Is it not too far gone? 'tis time to part Jtheni ; [herd? 

He's fimple, and tells much. --How now;, fair (hep- 

Your heart is full of fomething. that doth take > 
Your mind from feafting. Saotn» iJvhen I wis Jijpung, 
And handed love, as you do^I was wont . .>■ ^ ' 
To load my (he with knacks: I would have ranfack'd 
The pcdler's filken treafury^ and have (iour'd it 
To her acceptance ; you have let him go. 
And nothing marted with him. Ifyourlafs ^ 
Interpretation (hould abufe, and call this 
Your Jack of love or bounty ; you were ftrait^d 
For a reply, at leaft,:if you make care 
Of happy holding her. .' 

Flo. Old Sir, I know. 
She prizes not fuch trifles as thefe are ; 
The gifts, fhe looks from me, ave packt and lockt 
Up in my heart, which I have given already. 
But not delivered. .0,.hcar me breathe my lor^e 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it (hould fccm. 
Hath foraetime lov'd. I take thy hand, this hand^ 
As foft as dove's down, and ^s white as it, 
Or Ethiopians tooth, or the fanned fnow ' 
That's bolted by th^ northern blafi twice o'er, 

FoL What follows this ? 
How prettily the young fwain feems tcwafh 
The hand, was fair before ! I've put you out ^ ' * 
But, to your proteftatiqn ; let liie hear;' : ; . ' 

What you pro fefsv . ; • 

Flo, Do, and be witnefs to't. ., . . • * 

FoL And this my neighbour too ? . . • ^ 

Flv^ And he^ and mOire . . 
Than he, and men; the earth, laud heav'ns, and ail; 
That were I crowtj'd the moft. imperial tnbnarch 
Thereof moft worthy, were I the faireft youth 
That ever made eye fwerve, had force and knowledge 
More than was ever man's, J 'would not prize them 
G 4 Without 
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Without her love ; for her imploy them all ; 
Commeiid them, and condemn them, to her fervicc. 
Or to their own perdition. 
Fol. Fairly oflfer'd. 
Cam* Thiis ffaews a found afFedion. 
Shep. But:, my daughter, 
Say you the like to him ? 

Per. Ixannot fpeak 
So well, nothing fo well, no, nor mean better. 
By th' pattern oi mine own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 

Shep. Take hands, a bargain ; 
And, friends unknown; you (hall bear witnefs to't : 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 
Flo. O, that muft be 
Tth' virtue of your daughter; one being dead, 
I (hall have more than you can dream of yet. 
Enough then for your wonder : but come on, 
Contrad us Tore thefe witnefTei* 

Shep, Come, your hand, 
^nd, daughter, yourt. 

Pol. Soft, fwain, a-while; 'befecch you. 
Have you a father? 

i7a..I have; but what of him? 
PoL Knows he of this? 
Flo. He neither does, nor fhall. 
Pol. Methinks a father 
Is, at the nuptial of his Ion, a gu'eft 
That beil becomes the table: pray you once mbre, 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reafonable affairs ? is he not ftupid 
With age, and altering rheums ? can he fpeak? hear? 
Khow man from man? difputd his own eftate? 
Liesihe notibed^rid? and, again, doe^ nothing, 
But what he did being childifh? 
. ' Flo. Noi good Sir; • ' 

He has his health, and ampler fltength, indeed, 
Than mod have of his age. Poi. 
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ToL By my white beard. 
You oflFer him, if this be fo, a wrong 
Something unfilial: Reafon, my Ton 
Should chufc himfelf a wife; but as good reabn. 
The father (all wbofe joy h nothing elfe i 
But fair poftarky) (hould hold fome counfel 
In fuch a bnfinefs. * r 

Flo. I yield all this ; 
But for fome other reafons, my grave Sir, 
Which 'tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My father of thil bufin^fs. - 

FoL Let him know't. 

Flo. He (hall not. 

Po/. Pr'ythee, let him. 

Flo, No; he muft not. 

Ship. Let him, my fon, he (hall not need to griev» 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Come, come, he muft not: 
Mark our contrail. 

Fol. Mark your divo^rce, young Sir, 

[Difcovering him/elf. 
Whom fon I dare not calls thou art too bafe 
To be acknowledged. Thou a fceptre's heir. 
That thus affeft'ft a (heep-hook! Thou old traitor, 
Fm forry, that, by hanging thee, I can but 
Shorten ihy life one week. And thou frefli piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force muft know 
The royal fool thou coap'tt with 

Shep. O my heart ! 

FoL rU have thy beauty fcratch'd with briars, and 
made 
More homely than thy ftate. For thee, fond boy. 
If 1 may ever, know ihpu doft but figh 
That thou no more flialt fee this knack, as never 
1 mean thou ftialt, we'll bar thee from fucceflion ; 
Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin. 
Far' than Deucalion off: mark thou my words ; 
Follow us to the court. Thou churl, for this time, 
G 5 Tho' 
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Tho' full of our difpleafurb, yet we'frej&.-thee 

Fronithedeadblovf.of.it: aody6u, eiwhaDtment, . 

Worthy enough a herdfman ;' yea him too^. 

That makes himfelf; butibr our! honour therein, > ^ 

Unworthy thee ; if tJvcr, henceforithv thou . . J 

Thefe rural latches to his dntfcamce opcn^ 

Or hoop his body more with thy cimbraces, . 

I will devife a death as cruel for thee, . I 

As thou art tender to it. . [Exit, 



S GENE VIII. 
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was not much afraid i for ouce or twice 
I was about to fpeak^ and tell him.plaitily^ 
The felf-fame fun, that (bines upon his court. 
Hides not his vifage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike — ^Wiit pleafe you, Sir, be gone ? 

[Hi? Florizel. 
I told you, what would .come of this. 'Befeechyou, 
Of your own ftate take care: this dream of mine, 
Being now awake, I'll queen it no inch farther. 
But milk my ewes, and weep. 

Cam, Why, how now, father ? 
Speak, ere thou dieft. 

Shep. I cannot fpeak, nor think. 
Nor dare to know That which I know. O Sir, 

[To Florizel. 
* You have undone a man of fourfcorc three, 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet ; yea. 
To die upon the bed my father dy'd, 
To lie clofe by his honcft bones 5 but now 

♦ Tou have undone a manojjourjcore three^ Scc] Thcfc ScntimcnU, 
which the Poet has hightcn'd by a Strain of Ridicule that runs thro* 
them, admirably charafterize the Speaker; whofe Selfilhnefs is 
ieen in concealing the Adventure of Fcrdita; and here ^p^orted, 
by fliewing no Regard for his Son or her, but being taken "up en- 
tirely with himfelf, though/(?«r/c(?r« three* 

Some 



Some hangman muft put on mylhrowd, and lay me 
Where no prieft ihovels in duft. O curfed wretch I 

[To Pcrdita. 
That knew'ft, This was the Prince ; and would'ft ad- 
venture 
To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone! 
If I might die within this hour, I have liv'd 
To die when I defire. [EhU. 

SCENE XL 

Flo. Tyf yTltY look you fo upon me ? 

V V I am but forry, not afraid ; delay 'd. 
But nothing aher'd : what I was, I am 
More ftrainingon, for plucking back; not following 
My leafli unwillingly. 

Cam, Gracious my Lord, 
You know your father's temper : at this time 
He will allow no fpeech, (which I do guefs. 
You do not purpofe to him;) and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet I fear ; 
Then, 'till the fury of his Highnefs fettle. 
Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpofe it. 
I think, Camillo 

Cam. Even he, my Lord. 

Per, How often have I told you, *twould be thus ? 
How often faid, my dignity would laft 
But 'till 'twere known ? 

Flo. It cannot fail, but by 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let nature crulh the fides o'th' earth together. 
And mar the feeds within ! — ^Lift up thy looks !-— 
From ray fucceffion wipe me, father, I 
Am heir to my afFeftion. 

Cam. Be advis'd. 

Flo. I am; and by my fancy : if my reafon 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reafon ; 

G6 I 
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If not, my fenfes, better pleas'd with madnefst 
Do bid it welcome. 

Cam, This is defperate. Sir. 
Ilo, So call it; but it does fulfil my vow ; 
I needs muft think it honefty. Camillo^ 
Nor for Bohemia^ nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean'd ; for all the fun fees, or 
The clofe earth wombs, or the profoutid feas hide 
In unknown fadoms, will I break my oath 
To this my fairbelovM: therefore, I pray you, 
As you have ever been my father s friend, 
When he ftiall mifs me, (as, in faith, I mean not 
To fee him any more) caA your good counfels 
Upon his pafEon ; let myfelf and fortune 
Tug. for the time to come. This you may know. 
And fo deliver, I am put to fea 

With her, whom here I Cannot hold on fhore; 

And, moft. opportune to our need, I have 

A veffel rides faft by, but not prepared 

For this defign. What courfe I mean to hold 

Shall nothing bcitefit your knowledge, nor 

Concern me the reporting. 
Cam. O my lord, 

I would your fpirit were eaficr for advice. 

Or ftrongcr for your need. 
Flo, Hark, Ferdita 

I'll hear you by and by. [To Gam. 

' Cam, He's irremoveablc, 

Refolv'd for flight : now were I happy, if 

His going I could frame to ferve my turn ; 

Save him from danger, do him love and honour; 

Purchafe the fight again of dear Skilia, 

And that unhappy king, my maAer, whom 

I fo much thirft to fee. [Afide. 

Bo, Now, good Camillo; 

I am fo fraught with curious bufinefs, that 

I leave out ceremony. 
Cam, Sir, I think, 

You 
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You have heard of my poor fervices, i'th' love 
That I have borne your father ? 

Flo. Very nobly 
Have you deferv'd : it is my father's mufic 
To fpeak your deeds, hot little of his care 
To have them recompensed, as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my lord. 
If you may pleafe to think I love the King, 
And through him, what's neareft to him, which ii 
Your gracious felf, embrace but my direction ; 
(If your more ponderous and fettled projeA 
May fufier alteration,) on mine honour, 
I'll point you where you (hall have fuch receiving 
As Ihall become your highnefs, where you may 
Enjoy your miftrefs; from the whom, I fee, 
There's no disjun6lion to be made, but by 
(As, heav'ns forefend!) your ruin. Marry her, 
And with my beft endeavours, in your abfence, 
Your difcontented father Til ftrivc to qualify, « ■ 
And bring him up to liking. 
Flo. How, Camilla^ 

May this, almoft a miracle, be done ? 

That 'I may call thee fomething more than man, 

And after That truft to thee? 
Cam. Have you thought on 

A place whereto you'll go? 
Flo. Not any yet : 

But as th'unthought-on accident is guilty 

Of wha^ we wildly do, fo we profefs 

Ourfelves to be the flaves of chance, and flie» 

Of every wind that blows. 
Cam. Then lift to me : 

Thig follows, if you will not change your purpofe. 

But undergo this flight, make for SicUia; 

And there prefent yourfelf, and your fair Princefs 

(For To, I fee, Ihe muft be) 'fore LeonUs; 

She fhall be habited, as it becomes 

The partner of your bed. Metbinks, I fee 

Leontei 
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i^on/^j opening his free arms, and weeping 

His welcomes forth; aflcs thee, the fon, forgivenefs,. 

As 'twere i'th' father's perfon ; kiffes the hands 

Of your frefli Princefs; Ver and o'er divides him, 

'Twixt his unkindhefs, and his kindnefs: th'one 

He chides to hell, and bids the other grow 

Fader than thought or time. 

Flo. Worthy Camillo^ 
What colour for my vifitation fhall I 
Hold up before him? 

Cam, Sent by the King your father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your Bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, (hall deliver. 
Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you down; 
* The which fhall point you forth at every fitting^ 
What you muft fay ; that he fliall not perceive. 
But that you have your father's bofom there, 
Aiid fpeak his very heart. 

Flo, I am bound to you : 
There is fome fap in this. 

Cam. A courfe more promifing 
Than a wild dedication of yourfelves 
To unpath'd waters, undrdam'd fhores; moft certain. 
To miferies enough : no hope to help you. 
But as you fhake off one, to take another: 
Nothing fo certain as your anchors, who 
Do their beft oflBce, if they c^n but flay ,you 
Where you'll be loth to be : befides, you know, 
Profperity's the very bond of love. 
Whofe frelh complexion and whofe heart together 
Affliftion alters. 

♦ The which Jhull point you forth at ^wr^f fitting,] Every Jittinf, fays 
Mr. the^hmld^ methitiks^ gives us hut a very poor Idea. But a poor 
Idea is better than none ; which it comes to, when he has alter'd it 
to very fitting- The Truth is, the common Reading is vcry'expreflive; 
and means, at every Audience you fhall have of the King and Coun- 
cil. The Council-Days being, in our Author's Time^ called, in com- 
mon Speech, the Sittings, 

Ter. 



JVr* Obe of thefe is truft: ^ 

I think, afflidion may fubdue the cheek. 
But not take in the mind.. 
. Gam, Yea,. fay youfo?.. 
There ihall not at; your, fathers houfe^ thefe feveri 

I . r years^ . . . \ •• 
Be bom another fuch. 

. Flo* My good Camillo^ 
She is as.f6rward of her Breeding, as 
She is iWl rear .0' our birth* . 
Cam. I cannot fay, 'tis Pity 
She lacks inftru&ions, for ihe feems a fniftrefs 
To: moil) that teach. 

/Per. Yourpardon, Sir, for this : 
I'll blufii you thanks. 

Flo. My prcttieft Perdita 

But, oh, the thorns we ftand upon ! Camillo^ 
Preferver of my father, now of me ; 
The medicine of our Houfe ! how fliall we do ? 
"We are not futnifh'd like Bohemias fon, 

Nor (hall appear in Sicily 

Cam. My lord, 
Fear none of this: I think, you know, my fortunes 
Do all Uq, there.: it (hall be fo my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The Scene, you play, were. mine. For inflance. Sir, 
That you may know you ftiallnot want; one word. — 

[they talk afide. 

* SCENE X. 

. Enter Autolicus. 

Aut. XT A, ha, what a fool Honefiy is ! and Truft, 
n. his fworn brother, a very fimple gentle- 
man ! I have fold all my trumpery; not a' counter- 
feit ftone, not a ribbon, glafs, pomandet, browch^ 
table-book, ballad, knife, tape, glove, fhoe-tye, brace- 
kt, horn-ring to keep my Pack from fafting: they 

throng 
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throng who Ihould buy firA, as if my trinkets had 
been hallowed, and brought a benediAion to the 
buyer; by which means, I faw whofe purfewas beft 
in pidure; and what I faw, to my good ufe, I remem- 
ber'd. My good Clown (who wants but fomething 
to be a reafonable man) grew fo in love with the 
wenches fong, that he would not ftir ;his pettitoes 
'till he had both tune and words; which fo drew the 
reft of the herd tome, that all their other fenfes ftuck 
in ears ; you might have pinch'd a placket, it was 
fenfelefs ; 'twas nothing to geld a codpiece of a purfe ; 
I would have filed keys off, that hung in chains : no 
hearing, no feeling, but my Sir's fong, and admiring 
the nothing of it. So that in this time of lethargy, 
I pick'd and cut moft of their feftival purfcs : and 
had not the old man come in with a whoo-bub againft 
his daughter and the King's fon, and fcard my 
choughs from the chaff, I had not left a purfe alive 
in the whole army. 

[Camillo, Flor. and Pcrd. come forward. 

Cam, Nay; but my letters by this means being* 
there. 
So foon as you arrive, {hall clear that Doubt. 

Flo^ And thofe that you'll procure from King Le^ 
ontes 

Cam. .Shall fatisfy your father. 

Fer. Happy be you ! 
All that you fpeak fliews fair. 

Cam, Who have we here ? [Suins Autol. 

We'll make an inftrument of this; omit 
Nothing may give us aid. 

Aut, If they have over-heard me now: why, hang- 
ing. [Afide. 

Cam. How now, good fellow. 
Why fliak'll thou fo ? fear not, man, 
Here's no harm intended to thee. 

Aut, I am a poor fellow, Sir. 

Cam. Why, be fo flill; here's no body will fleal 

That 
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That from thee ; yet for the outfide of thy poverty, 
we muft make an exchange; therefore difcafe ihee in- 
ftantly: (thou muft think, there's neceffity in't) and 
change garments with this gentleman : tho' the pen- 
nyworth, on his fide, be the worft, yet hoW thee, 
there's fome boot. 

. Aut. I am a poor fellow, Sir ; (I know ye well 
enough.) 

Cam. Nay, pr'ythee, difpatch : the gentleman is 
half flead already. 

Aut, Arc you in cameft, Sir ? (I fraell the trick 

on't.) 

' J/o. Difpatch, I pr ythee, 

Aut. Indeed, I have had Earneft, but I cannot witb 
confcience take it. 

Cam, Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate Miftrcfs! (let my Prophecy 
Come home to ye,) you muft retire yourfclf 
Into fome covert ; take your fwect-heart's hat, 
And pluck it o'er your brows; muffle your face, 
Difmantle you; and, as you can, difliken 
The truth of your own Seeming; that you may 
(For I do fear eyfes over you) to fliip-board 
Get undefcry'd. 

PtT. I fee, the Play fo lies, 
That I muft bear a Part. 

Cam. No remedy 

Have you done there ? 

Flo. Should I now meet my father, » 

He would not call me fon. 

Cam. Nay, you fliall have no hat: 
Come, lady, come: farewcl, my friend. 
Aut. Adieu, Sit. 

Flo. O Perdita^ what have we twain forgot ? 
Pray you, a word. ' > 

Cam. What I do next, (hall be to tell the King 
• . • . [Afuli. 

Of this Efcape, and whither they are bound : 

Wherein 
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Wherein my hope is, I fliall fo prevail 
To force him after ; in whofe company . 
I /hall review Sicilia; for whbfe. fight 
I have a woman's Longing. 

.Flo, Fortune fpeed us i 
Thus we fet on, Camillo^ to th' fea-fide. 

[Exit Flor. with Per. 

Cam. The fwifter fpeed, the better. [Exit* 

SCENE XL" 

Aut, T Underftand the bufincfs, I hear it : to have an 
X. open ear, a quick, eye/and a nimble hand^ is 
neccffary for a cut-purfe; a good nofe is requifite 
alfo, to fmell out work forth' other fenfes. I fee, this 
is the lime that the unjuft man doth thrive. What 
an exchange had this been;, without boot? what a 
boot is here, with this exchange? furc, the Gods do 
this year connive at us, and.we« may do any thing 
extempore: The Prince himfeJfds about a.pieee of ini- 
quity; Healing away from his father^ with;his clog 
at his heels. If I thought it were not a piece of ho- 
nefty to acquaint the King withal, I would db't; I 
hold it the more knavery to conceal it; and thereiil 
am I conftant to my Profeffion. 

Enter down and Shepherd. . 
Afide, afide, — here's more matter for a. hot brain; 
every lane's end, cvfery (hop, church, feffioti, hang- 
ing,, yields a careful man work. 

Clo. See, fee; what a man you are now ! there is 
no other way, but. to tell the King (he's aChangling, 
and none of your flelh and blood. 

Shep, .Nay,jbut hear me. 

€lo. Nay, but hear me. 

Shepi Go to then. 
. Cto, She being none of your flefh and blood, your 
fleQi and blood has not offended the King; and, bi 

your 
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your flcfli and blood is not to. be punifli'd by him. 
Shew thofe things you found about her, thofe fecret 
things, all but what ihehas with her; chis being done, 
let the law go whiftle ; I warrant you. 

Skep. I will tell the King all, every word, yea, and 
his fon's pranks too; who, I may fay, is no honeft 
man neither to his father, nor to me, to go about 
to make me the King's brother-in-law. , 

Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the fartheft off 

you could have been to him; and then your blood 

had been the dearer by I know how much an ounce. 

. Aut. Very wifely, puppies I [AJide. 

Shep, Well; let us to the King; there is That in 
this Farthel will make him fcratch his beard. 

AtU, I know not, what impediment this Complaint 
may be to the flight of my raafter. 

Clo. 'Pray heartily, he be at the Palace. 

Aut» Tho' I am not naturally honctt^ I am fo 
{omctimcs by chance : let me pocket up my Pedkr's 
excrement. How now, ruftiques, wHithcr are. yott 
bound? . . 

' Shep. To th'" Palace, an it like yotir Worftiip* 

Aut. Your affairs there, what, wit)) whom, the icon-^ 
dition. of that farthel, the place o^ your dwelling, 
your names, your age, of what having, breediiig« 
and any thing that is fitting for to be known, drf- 
cbver. , • . ' t .• ■ • .1 

0(?.*We are biit plaia fellows,. Sir. 

Aut. A lie; you are rough and haicy; let. me, 
have no lying ; it becomes none but tradefmen, and 
they often give us foldiers the lie; but we pay them 
for it withlTamped coin, not ftabbing fteel, therefore 
they do give us the lie. . 

. Clo Your Worftiphad like to have. given u$ one, 
if you had not taken yourfelf with the manner* 

Shep. Are yoti a Courtier,, an likd you. Sir? 

Aut. Whether it like^me^ or no, I am a: Courtier. 
Seefl thou not the air.of the Court in thefe enfold- 

dings ? 
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dings? hath not my. gait in it the meafure of the 
Court? receives not thy nofe court odour from me? 
refleft I not, on thy bafenefs, court-contempt ? think^ft 
thou, for that I infinuate, or tozc from thee thy bu*- 
finefs, I am therefore no Courtier ? I aip courtier, 
Cap-a-pi; and one that will either J)ufli on, or pluck 
back thy bufinefs there; whereupon I command thee 
to open thy affair. 

Shep. My bufinefs, Sir, is to the King. 

Aut. What Advocate baft thou to him ? 

Shep. I know not, an't like you. 
• ' Go, Advocate^s the court-word for a pheafant ; 
fay, you have none. 

Shep. None, Sir; I have no pheafant cock, nor hen; 

Aut, How blefs'd are we, that are not fimple men! 
Yet Nature might have made me as thefc are, 
Therefore I will not difdain. 

Clo, This cannot be but a great Courtier. 

Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears them 
not handfomly. 

Clo. He feems to be the more noble in being fan- 
taftical ; a Great man, Til warrant ; I know, by the 
picking on's teeth. 

Aut. The farthel there? what's Tth' farthel? 
Wherefore that box ? 

Shep, Sir, there lies fuch fecrets in this farthel and 
box, which none muft know but the King; and which 
he (hall know within this hour, if I may come* to th* 
fpeech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou haft loft thy labour. 

Shep. Why, Sir ? 

Aut. The^King is not at the Palace; he is gone 
aboard a new fliip, to purge melancholy and air him- 
fclf; for if thou be'ft capable 6f things fciious, thou 
muft know^ the King is full of gri-cf. 

Shep, So 'tis faid. Sir, about his fon that ihoruld 
have married a ftiepherd's daughter. 

Aut. If that fliepberd be not in hand-faft, let him 

fly; 
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fly ; thecurfeshc (hall have, the tortures helhall feel, 
will break, the back of man, the heart of monfter, 
Clo. Think you fo, Sir? 

Aut, Not he alone fliall fufFer what wit can make 
heavy, and vengeance bitter; but thofe that are ger- 
mane to hinv, tbo'remov'd fifty times, fliall all come 
under the hangman ; which tho' it be great pity, yet 
it is necclfary. An old Sheep-whiftling rogue, a ram- 
tender, to offer to have his daughter come into grace I 
foine fay, he fliall be fton'd; but that ckath is too 
foft for him, fay I: draw our throne into aiheep-coat ! 
all deaths are too few^ the fliarpeft too eafy. 

Clo. Has the old man e'er a fon. Sir, do you hear, 
an'*t like you. Sir? 

Aut. He has a fon, who fliall be flay'd alive, then 
'nointed over with honey, fet on theheadof awafp's 
neft, then fland 'till he be three quarters and a dram 
dead; then recover'd again with Aqua-vita^ or fome 
other hot xnfafion; then, raw as he is, (and in the 
hottefl day prognoflication proclaims) fliall he be fet 
againfi a brick-wall, the Sun looking with a fouth- 
ward eye upon him, where he is to behold him, with 
flies blown to death. But what talk we of thefe trai- 
torly rafcals, whofe miferies are to be fmil'd at, their 
offences being fo capital? Tell me, (for you feem to 
be honeft plain men) what you have to the King; 
being. fomething gently confiderd, I'll bring you 
where he is aboard, tender your perfons to his pre- 
fence, whifper him in your behalf, and if it be in man, 
befides the King to effed your fuits, here is a man 
fliall do it. ' 

Clo. He feems to be of great authority ; clofe with 
him, give him gold; and tho' authority be a ftubborn 
Bear, yet he is oft led by the nofe with gold; fliew 
the irifide of your purfc to the outfide of his hand, 
and no more ado.. Remember, llon'd, and flay'd. 

alive 

Shep. An't pleafe you, Sir, to undertake thcbufinefs 

for 
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for us, here is that gold I have ; Til make it as much 
more, and leave this young man in pawn 'till I bring 
it you. 

Aut. After I have done what I promifed.^ 
Shtp. Ay, Sir. 

Aut. Well, give me the moiety. Arc ydu a party 
in this bufincfs ? 

' Clo. In fome fort. Sir; but tho' my cafe.be a piti- 
ful one, I hope I Ihall not be flayM out of it. 

AiU* Oh, that's the c^fe of the (hepherd's' fon ; 
hang him, he'll be made an example. 

Go. Comfort, good comfort ; we muft to the King^ 
and fliew our ftrange fights ; he muft know, 'tis none 
of your daughter, nor my fifter; we are gone el fc. 
Sir, I will give you as niuch as this old mau does, 
when the bufinefs is perform'd ; and remain, as he 
fays, your Pawn 'till it be brought you. 

AtU. I will truft you, walk before toward the fea- 
Cdc, go on the right hand ; I will but look upon the 
hedge and follow you. 

Clo. We are blefs'd in this man, as I may fay, ev^n 
blefs'd. 

Shep. Let's before, as he bids us ; he was provided 
to do us good. [Exeunt Shep. and Clown. 

Aut. If I had a mind to be honeft, I fee, Fortufie 
would not fufFer me; fhe drops booties in my mouth. 
I am courted now with a double occafion ; gold, and 
a means to do the Prince my mafter good ; which, 
who knows how That may turn back to my advance- 
ment? I will bring thefe two molep, thefe blind ones, 
aboard him; if he think it fit to fhoarthem again, 
and that the complaint they have to the King con- 
cerns him nothing, let him call me rogue, for being 
fo far officious ; for I am proof again ft that Title, 
and what (ha me elfe belongs to't : to him will I pre- 
fent them, there may be matter in it. [Exit.. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

Changes to S i c i l i a. 
Enter Leantes,Cleoinines,Dion, Paulina, andServanis. 

C LEOMI NES. 

SI R, you have done enough, and have performed 
A faint-like forrow : no. fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeemed ; indeed, paid down 
More penitence, than done trefpafs. At the laft, 
Do as thle heavens have done, forget your evil ; 
With them, forgive yourfelf. 

Leo. Whilft I remember 
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemiihes in them, and fo flill think of 
The wrong I did myfelf ; which was fo much, 
That heir-lefs it hath made my Kingdom ; and 
Deftroy'd the fwcet'ft companion, that e'er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Paul. True, too true, my lord ; 
If one by one you wedded all the'world, 
Or, from the All that are, took fomething good, 
To make a perfeft woman ; Ihe, you kiU'd, 
Would be unparallerd. 

Leo. I think fo. Kill'd ? 
Kiird ? Qic I kill'd ? I did fo, but thou ftrik'ft me 
Sorely, to fay I did ; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good now. 
Say fo but feldora. 

Cie. Not at all, good lady ; 
You might have fpoke a thoufand things, that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindnefs better. ' 

Paul. You are one of thofe. 
Would have him wed again. 

Dio. If you would not fo, 

You 
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You pity not the ftate, nor the remembrance 
Of his moft fovereign name ; confider little, . 
What dangers (by his highnefs' fail of iffue) 
May drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookers on. What were more holy, 
Than to rejoice the former Queen ? This will. 
What holier, than for royalty's repair. 
For prefent comfort, and for future good. 
To blefs the bed of Majefty again 
With a fweet fellow to't ? 

Paul. There is none worthy, 
Refpediag her that's gone ; befides, the Gods 
Will have fulfilled their fecret purpofes : 
For has not the divine Apollo faid, 
Is't not the tenour of his oracle. 
That King Leontes fliall not have an heir^ 
'Till his loft child be found? which, that it (hall 
Is all as monftrous to our human reafon, 
As my Antigonus to break his grave, 
And Qome again to me; who, on my life. 
Did perifti with the infant. Tis your counfel. 
My lord ftiould to the heav'ns be contrary; 
Oppofe againft their wills. — Care not for iffue; 

[To the King, 
The crown will find an heir. Great Alexander 
Left his to th' worthieft; fo his fucceffor 
Was like to be the beft. ; 

Leo. Good Paulina^ 
Who haft the memory of Hermione, 
I know, in honour : O, that ever I 
Had fquar'd me to thy counfel 1 then, even now 
I might have iook'd upon my Queen's full eyes. 
Have taken treafure from her lips ! 

Paul. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 

Leo. Thou fpeak'ft truth : 
No more fuch wives, therefore no wife ; one worfc, 
And better usM, would make her fainted fpirit 

Again 
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Again poflefs her corps ; and on this ftage, 
(Where we offend her now) appear fouUvext, 
And begin. Why to me ? »- 

FauL Had flie fuch^ow^r, 
She had juft caufe. 

Leo, She had, and would xncenfe me 
To murder her I married. 

Faid. I Qiould fo : 
Were I the ghoft that walk'd. Yd bid you mark 
Her eye, and tell me, for what dull part in't 
You chofe her; then Fd fliriek, that even your .ears 
Shou'd rift to hear me, and the words that foUow'd 
Should be, Remember mine. 

Leo. Stars, -flars. 
And all eyes elfe, dead coals : fear thou no wife : 
ril have no wife, Pauliua. 

Paul. Will you fwear 
Never to marry, but by my free leave? 

Leo, Never, Paulina; fo be blefsM my fpiritl 

Paul. Then, good- my lords, bear witnefs to his 
oath. 

Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 

Paul. Unlefs another. 
As like Hermione as is her pidure. 
Affront his eye. , 

Oeo. G.ood Madam, pray, hav£ done. 

Paul. Yet, if my lord will marry; if you will, Sir; 
No remedy, but you will ; give me the office 
To chufe you a Queen ; (he fliall not be fo young 
As was your former ; but flie fhall be fuch. 
As, walk'd your firll Queen's ghoft, it fliould take joy 
To fee her in your arms. 

Leo. My true Pflu/ififl, 
We ftiall not marry, 'till thou bid'ft us. 

Paul. That 
Shall be, when your firft Queen s again in breath : 
Never till then. 

- Vol. IV. H SCENE 
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S C E N E II. 

Eni^ a Gentleman. 

Gent. /^NE that gives out himfelf prince Florizely 

V-x .Son of iWfxCTiM, with his princcfs (Die, 
The faireft I have yet beheld) dcfires accefs 
To your high prefence. 
' Leoi What with him? he comes not 
Like to his fathers greatnefs; his approach. 
So out of circumftance and fudden, tells us, 
'Tis not a vifi ration fram'd, but forc'd 
By need and accicjl^nt. What train ? 

Gent. But few,- 
And thofc but, mean. 

Leo. His priiicfefs, fay you, with him ? 

Gent. Yes ; the moft peerlefs piece of earth, I think. 
That e'er theffiln (hone bright on. 

Paul. &h'H4rmione, 
As every pirefent time doth boaft itfelf 
Above a better, gone ; * fo muft thy grave 
Give way to what's feen now. Sir, you yourfelf 
Have faid, and writ fo; but your writing now 
Is colder than that themr; Jhe had not been. 
Nor was Jhe to be equalCd{ thus your vcrfe 
FlowM wiih her beauty once ; 'tis fhrewdly ebb'd, 
To fay, youVe feen a better. 

Gent. Pardon, Madam ; 
Tl\e one. 1 have almoft forgot, (your pardon) j 

The other, when fhe has obiain'd your eye, 
Wijl have your tongue too. This is a creature, ' 1 

Would fbe begin a feft, might quench the zeal V* 

Of all profeffors elfe, make profelites 
Of who (he buf bid follow. 

Faul. How? not women? 

Gent. Women will love her, that fhe is a woman . j 

* fo '"'J^ ^h S^^^] Grave for epitaph, \ 

More \ 
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More worth than any man: men, that (he is 
The rareft of all women. 

Leo, Go, Gleamines; , , , ■ 
Yourfelf (aflifted with your honoured friends) 
Bring them to our embracement. Still 'tis ftrange . 
He thus (hould Ileal upon us. [Exit Cleo* 

Paul. Had our prince 
(Jewel of children) feen this hour, he had pair'd 
Well with this lord; there was not full a month 
Between their births. 

Leo, Pr'ythcc, no more ; ceafe; thou know'fi, 
He dies to me again, when talk'd of: fure. 
When I ihall fee this gentleman, thy fpeechet 
Will bring me to confidc^r that which may 
Unfumiih me of reafon. They are come. 

SCENE ill: 

Enter Florizel, Perdita, Cleomines, and others. 
Your mother was moft true to wedlock, prince, 
For fti? did print your royal father oflP, 
Conceiving you. Were I but twenty-one, 
Your father's image is fo hit in you, 
His very air, that I (hould call you brother. 
As I did him, and fpeak of fomething wildly 
By us performed before. Moft dearly welcome, 
As your fair prince fs, goddefs ! — .oh ! alas ! 
I loft a couple, that 'twixt heav'n and earth 
Might thus have flood begetting wonder, as 
You gracious couple do ; and then I loft 
(All mine own folly !) the fociety, 
j\ Amity too of your brave father, whom 
(Tho' bearing mifery) I defiie my life 
'Once more to look on. 

Ho. Sir, by his command 
Have I here touch'd Skilia^ and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a King, (at friend) 
Can fend his brother; and but infirmity, 

H 2 Which 
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Which waits upon worn times, hath fomething feiz'd 
HiPkrifti'd ability, he had himfelf 
The lands and waters 'twixt your throAe and his 
Meafur'd, to look upon you; wfiom he loves, 
He bad me fay fo, more than all the fceptres, 
And thofc that bear them living. 

Leo. Oh, my brother ! 
Good gentleman, the wrongs I have done thee ftir 
Afrefh within me ; and thefe thy offices, 
So rarely kind, are as interpreters 
Of my behind-hand flacknefs. Welcome hither^ 
As is the fpring to th' earth. And hath he too 
Exposed this paragon to th' fearful ufagc 
(At leaft, ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune^ 
To greet a man, not worth her pains; much Icfs, 
Th' adventure of her pcrfon ? 

Flo, Good my lord. 
She came from Libya. 

Leo, Where the warlike Smalus^ 
That noble honoured lord, is fcar'd, and lov'd ? 

Flo, Moft royal Sir, 
From thence ; from him, wbofc daughter 
His tears proclaimed his parting with l^cr; thence 
(A profperous fputh- wind friendly )l we havecrofs'd, 
To execute the charge my father gave rne, 
For vifiting your highnefs ; my beft train 
1 have from your Sicilian fliorcs difmifs'd. 
Who for Bohemia bend., to fignify 
Not only my fuccefs in Libya, Sir, 
But my arrival, and my wife's, in fafeiy 
Here, where we are. , , 

Leo. The bleffed^Gods • 1 ' 
Purge all infe<Sion frQ|n oui air, whilft you 
Do climate here ! You have « boly father, , 

A graceful gentleman, a^ainfl; whofc perfon, ! 

So facred as it is, I have dotie.fin; ^ 1 

For which the heavens, taking-^kgry note, , V 

Have left me iffue-iefs ;*and your father's blefs'd, ' 

As / 
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As he from heaven merits it, with you. 
Worthy his goodnefs. What might I have bee«K 
Might I a fon and daughter now have looked on. 
Such goodly things as you ? 

SCENE IV. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. IV >f O S T poble Sir, 

iVA That, which I fliall report, will bear no 
credit, 
Were not the proof fo high. Pleafe you, great Sir, 
Bohemia greets you from himfelf, by me ; 
De fires you to attach his fon, iVho has, 
His dignity and duty both caft off. 
Fled from his father, from bis hopes, and with 
A fhepherd's daughter. 

Leo. Where's Bohemia f fpeak. 

Lord. Here in your city ; I naw came from him» 
I fpeak amazedly, and it becomes 
My marvel, and my meifage : to your court 
Whilft he was haftning, in the chafe, it feems. 
Of this fair couple, meets he on the way 
The father of this feeming lady, and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young Prince. 

Flo. Camillo has betray'd me ; 
Whofe honour and whofe honefty 'till now 
Endur d all weathers. 

Lord. Lay't fo to his charge ; 
He's with the king your father. 

Leo. Who ? CamilM * 

Lord. Camillo^ Sir, 1 fpake wiA him ; who now 
Has thefe poor tnen in qutftion. Never faw I 
Wretches fo quake ; they kneel, they kifs the earth ; 
Forfwear therafelvcs, as often as they fpeak : 
Bohemia ftops bis eagi, and threatens them 
With divers death^s, in death. 

Hj f. Fer. 
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Fer. Oh, my poor father ! 
The heav'n fets fpies upon us,- will not have 
Our con trad celebrated. 

Leo: You are marry'd ? 

Flo, We are not. Sir, nor are we like to be ; 
The ftars, I fee, will kifs the valleys firft ; 
The odd^ for high and low's alike. 

Leo, My lord. 
Is this the daughter of a King ? 

FIo» She is. 
When once Ihe is my wife. 

Leo, That once, I fee, by your good father's fpeed, 
Will come on very flowly. I am forry, 
(Moft forry) you have broken from his. liking ; 
Where you were ty'd in duty; and as forry, 
Your choice is not fo rich in birth as beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo, Dear, look up ; 
Though Fortune^ vifible an enemy. 
Should chafe us, with my father; power no jot 
Hath (he to change our loves, 'fiefeech you. Sir, 
Remember, fince you ow'd no more to time 
Than I do now; with thought of .fuch aiFedi'ons. 
Step forth mine advocate; at your requeft. 
My father will grant precious things, as trifles* 

Leo, Would he do fo, Td beg your precious miflrefs. 
Which he counts but a trifle. 

Paul, Sir, my Liege, 
Your eye hath too much youth in't*, not a month 
'Fore your Queen dy'd, Ihe was more worth fuch gazes 
Than what you look on now. 

Leo. I thought of her. 
Even in thefe looks I made — But your petition 

[To Florizcl 
Is yet unanfwexM ; 1 will to your father; 
Your honour not overthrown by your deiires, 
I'm friend to them and you ; upon which errand 

I now 



The Winters Tale. 151 

I now go toward him, therefore follow me. 

And mark what way I make: come, good my lord; 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE v., 

Near the Court in Sicilia. 

Enter Autolicus, and a Gentleman, 
Aut. TJ ESEECHyou, Sir, were you prefent at 
XJ this relation ? 
I Gent. I was by at the opening of the farthel, heard 
the old fhepherd deliver the manner how he founds 
it ; whereupon, after a little amazednefs, we were all 
commanded out of the chamber: only this, me- 
tbought, I heard the fhepherd fay, he found ihe child. 

Aut. I would moft gladly know the iffue of it. 

1 Gent. I make a broken delivery of the bufinefs ; 
but the changes I perceived in the King, RxidVamillo, 
were very notes of admiration ; they feem'd almoil, 
with flaring on one another, to tear the cafes of their 
eyes. There was fpeech in their dumbnefs, langugc 
in their very gefture; they look'd, as they had heard 
of a world ranfom'd, or one deftroyM; a notable paf- 
fion of wonder appeared in them; but the wifeft be- 
holder, that knew no more but feeing, could not fay 
if th* importance were joy or forrow; but in the ex- 
tremity of the one, it muft needs be. 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes a gentleman, th^it, haply, knows more: 
the news, Ko^ere?? 

8 Gent. Nothing but bonfires: the oracle' is fulfil'd; 
the King's daughter is found ; fuch a deal of wonder 
is broken out within this hour, that ballad-makers 
cannot be able to exprefs it. 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes the lady Paulina'* s Steward, he can de- 
liver you mote. How goes it now, Sir? this news, 
H 4 which 
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which is caird true, is fo like an old talc, that the 
verity of it is in ftrongfufpicion; has the King found 
his heir ? 

^Gent. Moft true, if ever truth were pregnant by 
circumllance : That which you hear, you'll fwear you 
fee, there is fuch unity in the proofs* The mantl^ 
of Queen Hi^rmww^— her jewel ^bout the neck of it -^ 
the letters of Antigonus found with it^ vv](jiicl^ they 
know to be his chara<Ser,^-^the majefly of the c>eature, 

in refembjance of the. mother, the affe£lion of 

noblenefs, which nature fhew^ above her breeding, — 
and many other evidences proclaim her with alt cer- 
tainty to be the King's daughter. Did you fee the 
meeting of the two Kings? 
8 Gent, No. 

3 Gent, Then have you loft a fight, which was to 
l^e feea, cannot be fpoken of. There might you have 
beheld one joy crown another, fo and in fuch man- 
ner, that it feem'd, forrow wept to take leave of them, 
for their joy waded in tears. There was cafting up of 
eyes, holding up of hands, with countenance of fuch 
diftra£lion, that they, were to be known by garment, 
not by favour. Our King being ready to leap out of 
himfelf, for joy of his found daughter; as if that joy 
were now become a lofs, cries, oh, thy mother, thy 
mother I then aflcs Bohemia forgivenefs ; then embraces 
his fon-in-law; then again worries he his daughter, 
wifh clipping her. Now he thanks the old Ihepherd, 
whoftands by,like.a weather-beaten conduit of many 
Kings' reigns. I never heard of fuch another en-r 
counter, which lames report to follow it, and undoes 
defcription to do it. 

2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonus, that 
carry 'd hence the child? 

3 Gent, Like an old tale ftill, which will have mat- 
ters to rehea^rfe, tho' credit be afleep, and not an ear 
open ; he was torn to pieces with a bear ; this avouches 
the ftiepherd's fon, who'has not only his innocence, 

which 
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which feems much to juftify him, but a handkerchief 
and rings of his, that Patdina knows. 

I Geni. What became of his bark, and his fol- 
lowers ? 

3 Gent, Wreckt the fame inftant of their matter's 
death, and in the view of the fhcpherd ; fo that all 
the inftruments, which aided to expofe the child, 
were even then loft, when it was found. But, ho, 
the noble combat, that 'twixt joy and forrow was 
fought in Paulina ! She had one eye declined for the 
lofs of her hufband, another elevated that the Oracle 
was fulfilPd. She lifted the trincefs from the earth, 
and fo locks her in embracing, as if (he would pin 
her to her heart, that (he might no more be in danger 
of lofing. 

I Geni, The dignity of this aft was worth the au- 
dience of Kings and Princes ; for by fuch was it 
afted. . 

3 Gent, One of the prettieft touches of all, and that 
which angled for mine eyes, was, when at the rela- 
tion of the Queen's death, with the manner howflie 
came to it,' bravely confefs'd, and lamented by the 
King, how altentivenefs wounded his daughter; 'till, 
from one fign of dolour to another, flie did with an, 
alas! I would fain fay, bleed tears; for, I am fure, 
my heart wept blood. Who was moft marble, there 
changed colour; fome fwooned, all forrowed; if all 
the world could have feen't, the woe had been utii- 
verfal. 

I Gent, Are they returned to the court ? 

3 Gent. No. The Princefs hearing of her mother's 

ftatue, which is in the keeping of Paulina, a piece 

many years in doing, and now newly performed by 

* that rare Italian malter, Julio Romano; who, had he 

H 5 ' himfclf 

*ihal rare Italian mafler, Julio Romano ; ifc, ] Mr. Theobald fays, 
All the Encomiums put together, thai have been conferred on this excellent 
4rtijl in Painting and ArchiteQure^ do not amount to th( Jine Fraije here 

given 
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himfelf eternity, and could put breath into his work, 
would beguile nature of her cufiom, fo perfeflly he 
is her ape: He fo near to Hermione hath done H^rmi- 
one^ that they fay, one would fpeak to her, and ftand 
in hope of anfwer: Thither with all greedinefs of 
afFedion are they gone, and there they intend tofup. 

3 GenL I thought, (he had fome great matter there 
in hand, for (he hath privately twice or thrice a-day, 
ever llnce the death of Hermione^ viiited that removed 
houfe. Shall we thither, and with our company piece 
the rejoicing ? 

I Gent, Who would be thence, that has the benefit 
of accefs ? ev^ry wink of an eye, fome new grace 
will be born : our abfence makes us unthrifty to our 
knowledge. Let's along. [Exeunt, 

Aut, Now, had I not the dafh of my former life in 
me, would preferment drop on my head. I brought 
the old man and his fpn aboard the Prince ; told 
him, I heard them talk of a farthel, and I know not 
what ; but he at that time, over-fond of the Ihep- 
herd's daughter, (fo he then took her to be) who be- 
gan to be much fea-fick, and himfelf little better, ex- 
tremity of weather continuing, this miflery remamed 
undifcovered. But 'tis all one to me ; for had I been 
the finder out of this fecret, it would not have re- 
lifh'd among my other difcredits. 

s c E N E VI. 

Enter Shepherd and Clown. 

Here come thofe I have done good to againft my 

given him by our Author. But he is ever the Unluckieft of all Critics 
when he paflcs Judgment on Beauties and Defefisi The Paflagc 
happens to be quite unworthy Shake/pear, i. He makes his Speaker 
fay, that was Julio Romano the God of Nature, he would outdo Na- 
ture. For this is the plain Meaning of the Words, had he himfelf 
Eierniiy-, and could p\U Breath into his Work, he would beguile Nature of 
her Cujom. 2dly^ He makes of this famous Painter, a Statuary; I 
fuppofe confounding him with Michael Angela ; but, what is worft of 
all, a Vainier oj Statues, tike Mrs. Salmon of her Wax-work, 

Mr, Warhurton. 

will 
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will, and already appearing in the blofTams of thciu 
fortune. 

Shep. Gome, boy, 1 am paft more children ; but 
thy fons and daughters will be all gentlemen born. 

Clo, You are well met. Sir; you denied to fight 
with me this other day, becaufe I was no gentleman 
born : fee you thefe clothes ? fay, you fee them not, 
and think me ftili no gentleman born. You were 
beft fay, thefe robes are not gentlemen born. Give 
me the lie ; do, and try whether 1 am not now a 
gentleman bom. 

Ant. I know you are now. Sir, a gentleman born. 

Clo. Ay, and have been fo any time thefe four 
hours. 

Shep, And fo have I, boy. 

ClOn So you have 5 but I was a gentlcfman born be-, 
fore my father; for the King's fon took me by the 
hand, and call'dme brother; and then the two Kings 
caird my father brother; and then the Prince my 
brother, and the Princefs my fitter, cali'd my father, 
father, and fo we wept ; and there was the firft gen- 
tleman-like tears that ever we fhed. 

Shep, We may live, fon, to (hed many more. 

Cto. Ay, orelfe 'twere hard luck, being in fo pre- 
pofterous eftate as we are. 

Aut. I humbly befeech you, Sir, to pardon me all 
the faults I have committed lo your worfhip, and to 
give me your good report to the Prince, my matter, 

Shep. 'Pr'ythee, fon, do ; for we mutt be gentle, now 
we ^re gentlemen. 

Clo* Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worfhip. 

Clo. Give me thy hand; 1 willfwear to the Prince, 
thou art as honefi a true fellow as any is in Bohemia. 

Shep. You may fay it, but not fwear it. 

Clo. Not fwear rt, now I am a gentleman ? let 
boors and franklins fay it, FU fwear it. 

Shep. How if it be falfe, fon ? 

H 6 Clo. 
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Clo. If it be ne'er fo falfe, a true gentleman may 
fwear it in the behalf of his friend : and I'll fwear to 
the Prince, thou art a tall fellow of thy hands, and 
that thou wilt not be drunk ; but I know, thou art no 
tall fellow of thy hands ; and that thou wilt be drunk ; 
but I'll fwear it; and, I would, thou would'ft be a 
tall fellow of thy hands. 

AuU I will prove fo. Sir, to my power. 

Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow, if I 
do not wonder how thou dar'ft venture to be drunk, 
not being a tall fellow, truft me not. Hark, the Kings 
and the Princes, our kindred, are going to fee the 
Queen's pifture. Come, follow us 2 we'll be thy 
good matters. [Exeunt, 

S C E N E VII. 

Changes to Paulina'j Houfe. 

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo, 
Paulina, Lords and Attendants, 

Leo.f^ Grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
. KJ That I have had of thee I 

FauL What, fovereign Sir, 
I did not well, I meant well; all my fervices 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchfafd. 
With your crown'd brother, and thefe your con- 

trafted 
Heir5 of your kingdoms, my poor houfe to vilit ; 
It is a furplus of your Grace, which never 
My life may laft to anfwer. 

Leo, O Paulina, 
We honour you wi^h trouble ; but we came 
To fee the ftatue of our Queen. Your gallery 
Have wepafs'd through, not without much content. 
In many lingularities ; but we faw not 
That, which my daughter came to look upon^ 
The ftatue of her mother. 

# Paul. 
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Fatd. As flie liv'd peerlefs, 
So her dead iikenefs, I do well believe. 
Excels whatever yet you look'd upon, 
Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it 
Lovely, apart. But here it is ; prepare 
To fee the life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still deep mock'd death ; behold, and fay, 'tis well ! 
[Paulina draws a curtain^ and dijcovtrs 
Hcrmioae Jlanding like a^atue, 
I like your filence, it the more ftiews off 
Your wonder; but yet fpeak, firft you, my Liege, 
^ Comes it not fomething near ?' 

Leo. Her natural pofture ! 
Chide me, dear Aone, that I may fay, indeed, 
Thou art Herthione; or rather, thou art flie. 
In thy not chiding; for fhe was as tender 
As infancy and grace. But yet, FatUina^ 
Hermione was not fo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this feems. 

FoL Oh, not by m.uch. 

Faul. So much the more our carver s excellence. 
Which lets go by fome fixteen years; and makes her. 
As (he liv'd now. 

Leo. As now Ihe might have done. 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my foul. Oh, thus (he flood ; 
Even with fuch life of Majefly, (warm life. 
As now it coldly ftands) when firft I woo'd her. 
I am afliam'd; do's not the ftone rebuke me, 
For being more flone than it? oh, royal piece ! 
There's magic in thy Majefty, which has 
My evils conjurd to remembrance ; and 
From my admiring daughter took the fpirits. 
Standing like ftone with thee. 

Per. AtKi give me leave. 
And do not fay 'tis fuperftition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her bleffing.---Lady, 

De^r 
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Dear Queen, that ended when I but began. 
Give me that hand of yours to kifs. 

FauL O, patience ; 

The ftatuc is but newly &xM; the colour's 
Not dry. 

Cam, My Lord, your forrow was too fore laid on, 
Which Gxteen winters cannot blow away, 
So many furamers dry: fcarce any joy 
Did ever fo long live ; no forrow, 
But kiird itfelf much fooner. 

Fol, Dear my brother. 
Let him, that was the caufe of this, have power 
To take oflF fo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up \n himfclf. 

Fa^. Indeed, my Lord, 
If I had thought, the light of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you, (for the ftone is mine,) 
I'd not have flicw'd it, 

Leo, Do not draw the curtain. 

Taid, No longer (hall you gaze on' t, Ifcft your fancy 
May think anon, it move. 

Leo. Let be, let be; 
Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already**— 
What was he, that did make it ? fee, my Lord, 
Would you not deem, it breath'd ; and that thofc veins 
Did verily bear blood ? 

FoL Ma fieri y done ! 
The very life feems warm upon her lip. 

l.fo.*The fixure of her eye has motion iu't, 
As we were mock'd with art. 

TauL rU draw the curtain. 
My lord's almofi fo far tranfported, that 
He'll think anon,, it lives. 

Leo. O fweet Paulina, 
Make me to think fo twenty years together: 

. * thefixuTt of her tjt has motion iV/,] Wc (hould read, 

The hifure of her eye 

f. 4» the Socket, the Place where the Eye is. 

No 
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No fettled fenfes of the world can match 
The pleafure of that madnefs. Let't alone. 

Fauk I'm forty, Sir, I have thus far ftirr'd you ; but 
I could afflid you further. 

Leo. Do, Paulina; 
For this affli<9;ion has a tafie as fweet 
As any cordial comfort. Still, methinks, 
There is an air comes from her. What fine chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath? let no man mock me, 
for I will kifs her. 

Paul, Good my lord, forbear; 
The ruddinefs upon her lip is wet ; 
You'll marr it, if you kifs it; ftain your own 
With oily painting ; fliall I draw the curtain? 

Leo. No, not thefe twenty years. 

Per, So long could I 
Stand by a looker on. 

Paul. Either forbear. 
Quit prefently the chapel, or refolve you 
For more amazement ; if you can behold it, 
I'll make the ftatue move, indeed; defcend. 
And take you by the hand ; but then you'll think, 
Which I proteft againft, I am aflifted 
By wicked powers. 

Leo. What you can make her do, 
I am content to look on; what to fpeak, 
I am content to hear: for 'tis as ealy 
To niake her fpeak, as move. 

Paul. It is required. 
You do awake your faith; then, all ftand ftill:, 
And thofe, that think it is unlawful bufmefs 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leo. Proceed; 
No foot (hall ftir. 

Pau/. Mufic ; awake her: flrike; [Mufic. 

'Tis time, defcend; be Hone no more$ approach. 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come, 
rU fill your grave up: ftir ; nay, come away: 

Bequeath 
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Bequeath to death your numbnefs ; for from him 
Dear life redeems you ; you perceive, fhe ftirs ; 

[Hermione cQmes down* 
Start not ; her aflions (hall be holy, as^ 
You hear, my fpell is lawful ; do not (hun her, 
Until you fee her die again, for then 
You kill her double. Nay, prefent your hand ; 
When fhe was young, you woo'd her; now in age. 
Is fhe become the fuitor. 

Leo. Oh, (he's warm ; [Embracing, her. 

If this be magic, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

Po/. She embraces him. 

Cam, She hangs about his neck; 
If Ihe pertain to life, let her fpeak too. 

PoL Ay, and make it manifefl; where Ihe* has liv'd. 
Or how ftorn from the dead ? 

Paul. That {he is living, 
Were it but told you, fhould be hooted at . - 

Like an old tale ; but it appears, (he lives, 
Tho' yet (he fpeak not. Mark a little while. 
Pleafc you to interpofe, fair Madam, kneel. 
And pray your mother's bleffing ; turn, good Lady : 
Our Perdita is found. 

[Prefent ing Perdita, who kneels to Herm. 

Her. You Gods, look down. 
And from your facred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head; tell'me, mine own. 
Where haft thou been preferv'd? where liv'd? how 

found 
Thy father's court; for thou fhalt hear, that I,. 
Knowing by Paulina that the Oracle 
Gave hope thou waft in being, have preferv'd 
Myfelf, to fee the iffue. 

Paul. There's time enough for That; 
Left they defire, upon this pufh, to troubje 
Your joys with like relation. Go together, 
You precious winners all, your exultation 

Partake 
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Partake to every one ; I, an old turtle, 
Will wing me to fome withered bough, ,and there 
My mate, that's never to be found again, 
Lament 'till I am loft. 

' Leo. O peace, Paulina : 
Thou (houldft a hufband take by ray confcnt, 
As I by thine, a wife. This is a match, 
And made bet ween' s by vows. Thou haft found 

mine. 
But how, is to be queftion'd; for I faw her, 
As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, faid many 
A prayer upon her grave. Fll not feek far 
(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable hufband. Come, Camillo^ 
And take her by the hand; whofe worth and honcfty 
Is richly noted; and herejuftified * 

By us, a pair of Kings. Let^s from this place. 
"What,? look upon my brother: Both your pardons. 
That e'er I put between your holy looks 
My ill fufpicion: this, your fon-in-law. 
And fon unto the King — whom heav'ns dire£ling, 
Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina^ 
Lead us from hence, where we may leifurely 
Each one demand, and anfwer to his part 
Perform'd in this wide gap of time, fince firft 
We were dilfever'd. Haftily lead away. 

[Exeunt omnes^ 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 

KING John. 

Frince Henry, Son to the King. 

Arthur^ Duke ^Bretagne, and Nephew to the King. 

Pembroke, 'J 

Effex, / 

Salifbury, \ Englifti Lords. 

Hubert, ( 

Bigot, J 

Faulconbridge, Bitftard-Son to Richard the Firjt. 

Robert Fatilconbridge,/u/?/?aj'V Brother to the Baflard^ 

James Gurney, Servant to the Lady Faulconbridge. 

Peter ^Pomfret, a Prophet. 

Philip, King ^France. 

Lewis, the Dauphin. 

Arch-Duke of Auftria. 

Cardinal Fandulpho, the Pope^s Legate. 

Melun, a French Lord. 

Chatilion, Ambqffador from France to King John. 

Elinor, Qwfen-Mo/A^r ^ England. 

Conftance, Mother to Arthur. 

Blanch, Daughter to Alphonfo King of Caftile, and 

Niece to King John. 
Lady Faulconbridge, Mother to theBaJiard^ and Robert' 

Faulconbridge. 

Citizens of Angiers, Heralds^ Executioners, Meffengers^ 

' Soldiers^ and other Attendants. ( 

The SCENE, fometimes in England, andfometimes in 

France. '' 

THE f 



*The LIFE and DEATH of 

KING JOHN. 

A G T I. S C E N E L 

The Court of England. 

Enter JCmg- John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Eflcx, and 
Salifbury, with Chitilion. 

King John. 

NOW, fay, Chatilion^ what would France with us? 
Chat. Thus, after greeting, fpeaks the King of 
France^ 

In my behaviour, to the Majefty, 

The borrowed Majefty of England here. 

Eli, A ftrangc beginning; borrow'd Majefty ! , 
K. John, Silence, good mother ; hear the embafly- 
Chat. Philip o^ France, in right and true behalf 

Of *hy deceafed brother Geffreys fon^ 

Arthur Plantagenet^ lays lawful claim 

To this fair ifland, and the territories : 

To Ireland, PoiHiers^ Anjou, Touraine^ Maine : 

Defiring thee to lay afide the fword. 

Which fways ufurpingly thefe feveral titles ; 

And put the fame into young Arthur^ hand, 

Thy nephew, and right-royal Sovereign. 

* The trouhlefome Reign of King Johny/is written io two Parts, hj 
W. Shake/pear aud W. Rowley y and printed 1611. But the prefcnt 
Play is entirely different^ and infinitely fupcrior to iu Mr. Pope, 

K. John, 
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K. John. What follows, if wc difallow of, this ? 
Chat. The proud controul of fierce and bloody war, 
T inforce thefe rights fo forcibly with-held. 

K,John. Here have we war for war, and blood for 
blood, 
Controulment for controulment; fo anfwer France. 

Chat. Then take my King's defiance from my mouth. 
The fartheft limit of my embafly. 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and fo depart in peace. 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France^ 
For ere thou canft report, I will be there. 
The thunder of my cannon fhall be heard. 
So, hence ! be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 
And fullen prefage of your own decay. 
An honourable condud let him have, 
Pembroke^ look to't ; farewel, Chatilion. 

[Exeunt Chat, and Pern. 
Eli. What now, my fon, have I not ever faid, 
How that ambitious Conjlance would not ceafe, 
Till (he had kindled France and all the world, 
Upon the right and party of her fon ? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 
With very eafy arguments of love ; 
Which now the manage of two kingdoms muft 
.Witli fearful, bloody, iffuc arbitrate. 

K. John. Our ftrong poffeffion, and our right for 

us — 
Eli. Your flrong poffeffion much more than your 
right. 
Or elfe it muft go wrong with you and me ; 
So much my confcience whifpers in your ear. 
Which none but heav'n, and you, and I fliall hear. 

Effex. My Liege, here is the ftrangeft cdntroverfy. 
Come from the country to be judg'd by you. 
That e'er I heard : fliali I produce the men ?' 

K. John. Let them approach. 
Our abbies and our priories (liall pay 

This expedition's charge What men are you ? 

SCENE 
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S C E N E li. 

Enter Robert Faulconbridge, and Philip, his Brother, 
the Bqftard. 

Fhil. Xr OUR faithful fubjea, I, a gentleman 

jL Born in Northamptonfldre^ and eldeft fon, 
As I fuppofe, to Robert Faulconbridge^ 
A foldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of CcBUT'de-lion knighted in the field. 
K. John, What art thou ? 

Robert. The fon and heir to that fame Faulconbridge, 
K.John. Is that the'elder^ and art thou the heir? 
You came not of one mother then, it feems ? 

PhiL Moft certain of one mother, mighty King,' 
That is well known ; and, as I think, one father : 
But for the certain knowledge of that truth, 
I put yon o'er to heav'n, and to my mother ; 
Of that I doubt, as all men's children may. 

Eli, Out on thee, rude man ! thou doft ihame thy 
mother. 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. 

PhiL I, Madam? no, I have no reafon for it; 
That is my brpther s plea, and none of mine ; 
The which if he can prove, he pops me out 
At leaft from fair five hundred pound a year : 
Heav'n guard my mother's honour, and my land ! 
K,John, A good blunt fellow ; why, being younger 
born. 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance? 

Phil. 1 know not why, except to get the land -, 
But, once, be (lander'd me with baftardy : 
But whether I be true begot or no, 
That ftill I lay upon my mother's head; 
But that I am as well begot, my Liege, 
(Fair fall the bones, that took the pains for me ! J 
Compare our faces, and be judge yourfelf. 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 

And 
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And were our father, and this fon like him -, 

old Sir Robert^ father, on ray knee 

1 give heav'n thanks, I was not like to thee. 

K. John. Why, what a mad-cap hath heav*n lent 
us here ? 

Eli. He hath a trick of Caur-de-lion's face, 
The acceat of his tongue aflFedeth him : - 
Do you not read fome tokens of my fon 
In the large compofition of this man ? 

K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts^ 
And finds them perfcft Richard: Sirrah,' fpcak. 
What doth mov.e you to claim your brother's land ? 

FhH. Becaufe he hath a half-'face, like my father. 
With that half-face would he have all my land ? 
A half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound a year ! 

Rob» J^y gracious Liege, when that my father liv'd. 
Your brother did"employ my father much ; 

Phil. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my land. 
Your tale rouft be, how he employed my mother, 

Rob, And once difpatch'd him in an embafly 
To Germany; there with the Emperor 
To treat of high affairs touching that time : 
Th' advantage of his abfcnce took the King, 
And in the mean time fojourn'd at my father's; 
Where, how he did prevail, I fhame to fpeak : 
But trudi is truth ; large lengths of feas and Ihores . 
Between ray father and my raother lay, 
(As I have heard my father fpeak himfelf) 
When this fame lufty gentleman was got. 
Upon his death-bed he by will bequeathed 
His lands to me; and took it on his death. 
That this, my mother's fon, was none of his ; 
And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before tde courfe of time : 
Then, good my Liege, let me have what is jTiine, 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K. John. Sirrah,, your brother is legitimate ; 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him : 

And 
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And if (he did play falfe, the fault was hers ; 
Which fault lies on the hazard of all hufbands, ' 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother^ 
Who, as you fay-, tooL pains to get this foh, 
Had of your father claim'd this fon for his ? 
In footh, good friend, your father might haire^iLept 
This calf, brdd from his cow, from all the world. 
In footh, he might ; then, if he were my brother's. 
My brother might not claim him ; nor your father, 
Being none of his, refufe him ; this concludes, 
My mother's fon did get your father's heir, 
Your father's heir mnft have your father's land. 

Rob. Shall then my father's Will be of no force 
To difpoflcfs that child, which is not his ? 

PhiL Of no more force to difpoflefs me, Sir, 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadft thou rather be a Faulconbridge^ 
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land: 
Or the reputed Son of Cosur-de-lion, 
Lord of the prefence, and no land befide? ' ' 

Phil, Madam, and if my brother had my fliape. 
And I had his. Sir Robert his, like him; 
And if my legs were two fuch riding rods, 
My arms fuch eel-fkins ftuft ; * my face fo thin, 
That in mine ear I durft not ftick a rqfe. 
Left men ftiould fay, look, wh«Te three farthings goes! 
And to his fliape were heir to all his land ; 



Thai in mmeeQf 1 durjt notjlkk «iiid(e, 

Left menjhouldjaj, look, wheu three*farChiag8 goes!] We muft 
obfcrvc, 10 explain this AUufio.n, that Queen EiiiabelLwks the firft, 
and indeed tlic only Prince who coin'd in England Threc-half-pcnce, 
andThree-farthingPicces. She atOneand the fame Time coin'd ShiU 
lings, Six-pcnces, Groats,' Thrcc-pdnces', Two-pences, Threc-hiUf- 
pencc, Pence, Three Farthings, and Half-pence: And thcfe Pieced 
all had her Hcid, and were alternately wiUi the Roje behind, and with- 
out the Hoje- The Shilling, Groat; Tworpencei, Penny, and Half- 
penny had it not: The othcrintcnTiediateCoins,i//z. the Six-pence, 
Three-pence, Thrcc-half-pence, and Three Farthings had the Roje, 

Mr; Theobald. 

.Vol. IV. 1 'Would 
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'Would, I might never flir from off this place, 
I'd give it ev'ry foot to have this face : 
I would not be Sir Nobbe in any cafe. 

Eli, I like thee well; wilt thou forfake thy fortune. 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? 
I am a foidier, and now bound to France. 

Phil. Brother, take you my land, Fll take my 
chance ; 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year. 
Yet fell your face for five- pence, and 'tis dear. 
Madam, FU follow you unto the death. 

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 

PhiL Our country manners give our betters way. 

K. John, What is thy name? 

Phil. Philip, my Liege, fo is my name begun ; 
Philips good old Sir Roberfs wife's eldeft fon. 

K . John. From henceforth bear his name, whofe 
form thou bear'ft : 
Kneel thou down Philips but rife up more great ; 
Arife Sir Richard, and Plantagerut. [hand ; 

PAi/. Brother by th' mother's fide, give me your 
My father gave-me honour, yours gave land. 
Now bleffed be the hour, by night or day, 
When 1 was got, S\t Robert was away ! 

Eli. The wtry {^ixit oi Piantagenet I 
I am thy grandam ;. Richard^ call me fo. 

PhiL Madath, by chance, but not by truth ; what 
though? 
Something about, a little from the right. 

In at the window, or elfe o'er thehatdh : 
Who dares not ftirby day, muft walk by night. 

And have his have, however men do catch ; 
Near or far off,: well won is llill well Ihot ; 
And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 

K. John. Go,' Faulconbridge, now haft thou thy defire; 
A landlefs Knight makes thee a landed 'Squire : ' 
Come, Madam; and come, Richard; we muft fpeed 
For France^ for France; for it is more than need. 

PAi/. 
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Phil, Brother, adiieu ; good fortune come to thee. 
For thou was got i'th' way of honefty. 

[Exeunt all but Philip. 

SCENE III. 

A foot of honour better than I was, 

But many a many foot of land the worfe ! 

Well, now can I make any Joan a lady. 

Good-den, Sir Richard^ Godamercy, fellow; 

And if his name be George^ Yll call him Feter; 
For new-made honour doth forget men's names: 
'Tis toorcfpedive and unfociable 
For your converfing. Now your traveller. 
He and his tooth-pick at my worlhip's mefs ; 
And when my knightly ftomach is fufficM, 
Why then I fuck ray teeth, and catechife 
My picqued man of countries : — My dear Sir, 
(Thus leaning on mine elbow, I begin) 

I (hall befeech you, that is queftion now ; 

And then comes anfwcr like an ABC-book: ^ 
0,;Sir, fays anfwer, at your beft command. 

At your employment, at your fervice. Sir : 

No, Sir, fays queftion, I, fweet Sir, at yours,-^L«. 

And fo e'er anfwer knows what queftion would, 

Saving in dialogue of compliment ; 

And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

The Pyrenean and the river Po; 

It draws towards fupper in conclufion, fo. 

But this is worlhipful fociety. 

And fits the mounting fpirit like myfelf : 

For he is but a baftard to the time. 

That doth not fmack of obfervation ; 

[And fo am I, whether 1 fmack or no :] 

And not alone inhabit and device, ' 

Exterior form, outiward accoutrement;^^ 

But from the inward motion to deliver 

Sweet, fwcct,- fweet poifon for the age's tooth; 

'2 , ^ Which 
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Which tho' I will not pradife to deceive. 
Yet, to avoid deceit, 1 mean, to lesarn; , . 

For it Ihall ftrew the footfteps of my riGng. • 
But who comes in Aich hafle, in riding robes ? 
What woman-poft is this ? hath flie no hufband; 
That will take pains to blow a horri before her? 
O me ! it is my mother ; now,, good lady,' ^ 

What brings you here to court To haftily? 

s C E N E IV. 

Enter Lady Faulconbridge, an^ James Gurney^ 
Lady. XXTUERE is that flave, thy brother, where 

That holds in chafe mine honour up and down ? • 

Phil. My brother Robert, old Sir Robert's fon, 
Colbrand the giant, that fame mighty man. 
Is it Sir Robert*^ fon, that you feek f o ? . 

Lady. Sir Robert's fon ? ay, thou unrev'rend boy, 
Sir Robert's fon: wty fcorn'ft thou at Sir Robert ? 
He is Sir .^ft^r^'s fon; and fo art thou. 

ThU. James Gurney^ wilt thou give us leave a while? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip. . , 

Phik Philip ! i'pare me, James; 

There's toys abroad ; anon Fll tell thee more, 

[£xiV James. 
Madam, I was nqt old Sir Robert's fon. 
Sir Robert might have eat his part in mc 
Upon Good-Friday^ and ne'er broke his faft : 
Sir Robert could do well ; marry, confefs ! 
Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do it; 
We knew his handy-work ; therefore, good mother. 
To whom ami beholden for thefe limbs ? 
Sir Rot^r/ never holp to, make this leg. . « . 

Lady. Haft thou, confpit'd with. tby brother' too, '. . 
That, for thine ; own gain, Ihould'ft defend mine L 

honour;? . ' 

What means this fcorn, thou moft untoward knave ? 

Phil. 
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Phil. * Knight, Knight, good mother Bafilifco 

like. 
What ! I am dubb'd; I have it on my (ho'uldcr: 
But, mother, I am not Sir Robert's fon; 
i have difclaim'd Sir Robert:, and my land ; 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone: 
Then, good my mother, let me know my father ; 
Some proper man, I hope ; who was it, mother ? 

Ijidy. Haft thou deny'd thyfelf a Faulconbridge? 

PhiL As faithfully, as I deny the devil. 

Lady. King Richard Ccsur-de-lian was thy father; 
By long, and vehement fuit, I was feduc'd 
To make room for him in my hufband's bed. 
Heav'n lay not my trafgreflion to my charge ! 
Thou art the iffuc of my dear offence^ 
Which was fo ftrongly urg'd paft my defence. 

PhiL Now, by this light, were I to get again. 
Madam, I would not wiih a better father* 
Sonie iins do bear their privilege on earth, 
And fo doth yours; your fault was not your folly ; 
Needs muft you Jay your heart at his difpofe, 
Subjeded tribute to commanding love; 
Againft whofe fury, and unmatched force. 
The awlefs lion could not wage the fight; 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard!$ hands. 
He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts, 
May eafily win a.woman's. . Ay, my mother, • 

With all luy heart, I thank thee for my father. 
Who lives and dares but fay, thou didft not well 
When I was got, TU fend his foul to hell. 
Come, lady, 1 will fliew thee to my kin, . 

And they (hall fay, when Richard me begot, 

* Knight, Knight, good wioM^r— Bafilifco llke,^ The Words allude 
to an £xprefIion in an old foolifh Play, then the common but of 
Ridicule. But the Beauty of the Paflagc confids in his alluding, 
at the fame Time, to his high Original. His Father, Richard tht 
Firft^ was Aimamed Caur'de4ion, And the Cor Lfonis, a fixed Star 
»f the fird Magnitude, in the Sign Leo^ is called Bafi'if(0, 

1 3 .If 
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If thouhadft faid him nay^ it had been fin ; 
Who fays, it was, he lies; I fay, 'twas not 



[Exeuni, 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

Before the Walls o/*Angiers in France, 

Enter Philip King of France, Lewis the. Dauphin, the 
Archduke 5/* Auftria, Gonltance, and Arthur. 

Lewis. 

BEFORE Anglers well met, brave Aujlria. 
Arthur ! that great fore-runner of thy blood 
Richard^ that robb'd the lion of his heart. 
And fought the holy wars in Palejiine^ 
By this brave Duke came early to his grave : 
And for amends to his pofterity. 
At our importance hither is he come, 
To fpread his colours, boy, in thy behalf 5 
And to rebuke the ufurpation 
Of thy unnatural uncle, Englijh 'John. 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Arth, God (hall forgive you Ccsur-de-lion^s death- 
The rathcf; that you give his off* fp ring life ; 
Shadowing their right Under your wings of war. 
I give you welcome with a pow^rlefs hand, 
But with a heart full of unftained love: 
Welcome before the gates oi Anglers, lyuke. 

LewiSi A noble boy ! who would not do thee right? 

Auft. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kifs. 
As feal to this indenture of my love ; 
That to my home I will no more return^ . . 
Till Anglers and the right thou haft in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd (bore, 
Whofe foot fpurns back the ocean's roaring tides. 

And 
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And coops from other lands bcr iflanders; 
Ev'n till that England, hedg'd in with the main. 
That water-walled bulwark, ftill fecure 
And confident from foreign purpofes, 
Ev'n till that outmoft corner of the weft. 
Salute thee for her King. Till then, fair boy^ 
Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

C{?n/^.0, take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks. 
Till your ftrong handlhall help to give him firength. 
To make a more requital to your love, 

Aujt. The peace of heav'n is theirs, who lift their 
f words 
In fuch a juiland charitable war. 

K. PhiL Well then, to work ; our engines fhall be 
bent • > 

Againft the brows of this refiftingtown; 
Call for our chiefeft men of difcipline. 
To cull the plots of beft advantages. 
We'll lay before this town our royal bones, 
Wade to the marketplace in Fratichmen's^ blood,. ^ 
But we will make it fubjed to this boy. 

Gonjl. Stay for an anfwer to your Embafly, 
Left unadvis'd you flain your fwords with blood. 
My lord Chatilion may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war; 
And then we fhall repent each drop of blood, 
That hot rafti hafte fo indiredly (hed. 

Enter Ghatilion. 

K. Phil. A wonder, lady ! lo, upon thy wifli 
Our meffenger Chatilion is arrived ; 
What England fays, fay briefly, gentle lord. 
We coldly paufe for thee. Chatilion^ fpe^ak'. . .1 

Chat. Then turn your forces from this paiiltry fiegc. 
And ftir them up againft a mightier talk. > 

£n^/an^, impatient of your juit demands, I 

Maih put himfelf in arms ; the adverfe winds, 
Whofe leifure I have ftaid, have giv'n him time 

I 4 T© 
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To land his legdons all as foon as I. 

His marches are expedient to this town, 

His forces flrong, his foldicrs confident. 

With him along is come the mother-Queen, 

An Ate, ftirring him to blood and ftrife. 

Wiili/hcr, her niece, the lady Blanch o( Spain; 

With them abaftard of the King deceas'd, 

And ail th' unfettled humour^ of the land ; 

Ralb, inconfid'rate, fiery voluntaries. 

With ladies' faces, and fierce dragonV fpleens, 

Have fold their fortunes at their native homes^ 

Bearing their birth-rights proudly on their backs. 

To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 

In .brief, a braver choice ofdauntlefs fpirits, 

Than now the Englijh bottoms have waft o'er, 

Did never float upon the fwelling tide, 

To do offence and fcathe in chriftendom. 

The interruption of their churlifh drums [Drumsbeat 

Cuts off more cirenmfiance ; they are at hand. 

To purly, or to fight, therefore prepare. 

K. PA//. Hovr:rauch unlook'd for is this expedi- 
iioni 

Aufi.. By how much uncxpeded, by fo much 
We muft awake endeavour for defence ; 
For :cou rage mounteth with occafion : 
Let them be. welcome then, we are prepared. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Jfm^ ^England, Faulconbridge, Elinor, Blanchj 
Pembroke, ani others, 

K. JoAn. .I3EACE be to Trance^ ii France in peace 

: JT - permit 
Our juft and lineal entrance to our bWn : 
If not, bleed France^ and peace afcend to heav'n. 
Whilft we, God's wrathful agent, do cotreft 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heav'n. 
'I K. PhiL 
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K. ThiL Peace be to England, if that, war return 
From France to England^ there to live in peace ! 
England we love ; and for that England'^s fake 
With burden of our armour here we fweat ; 
This toil of ours fliould be a work of thin^. 
But thou from loving Englarid art fo far, 
That thou haft under-Wrought its lawful King ; 
Gut oif the fequence of pofterity ; 
Out-faced infant ftate; and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Geffreys face. 
Thefe eyes, thefe brows, were moulded out of his ; 
This little abftraft doth contain that large, • 
Which dy'd in Geffrey; and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as large a volume. 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother born. 
And this his fon; England was Geffrey s right. 
And this is Geffrefs'^ in the name of God^ 
How comes it then, that thou art calFd a.King^ 
When living blood doth in thefe temples beat/ 
Which own the crown that thou o'er-mailereft ? 

K. John, From whom haft thou this great commif- 
lion, France^ 
To draw my anfwer to thy articles? 

K. PkiL From that fupernal judge, ihat ftirs good 
thoughts 
In any breaft of ft^ong authority, 
To look info the bohs and flains of right. 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy; 
Under whofe warrant I impeach thy wrong. 
And by whofe help I mean to chaftife it. 

K. John, Alack, thou doft ufurp authority. 

K. Phil, Excufe it, 'tis to beat ufurping down. 

Eli. Who isY, that thou doft call ufurper, France? 

Conjt. Let me make anfwer: thy ufurping fon. — 

Eli Out, infolent! thy baftard (hall be King, 
That thou raay'ft be a Queen, and check the world! 

Conji, My bed was ever to thy fon as true, 

I 5 As 
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As thine Was to thy hufband: and this boy, 

Likcr in feature to his father Geffrey, 

Than thou and JoAn, in manners being as like 

As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 

My boy a badai'd I by my foul, I think. 

His father never was, fo true-begot; 

It cannot be, an if thou yvert his mother. 

Eli. There's a good mother, boy> that blots thy 
father. 

Conji. There's a good grandam, boy, that would 
blot thee. 

i4f(y^. Peacc-^ 

FauL Hear the crier. 

Aufi. What the devil art thou ? 

TauL One that will play the devil. Sir, with you, 
An a'may catch your hide and you alone. 
You are the hare, of whom the proverb goes, 
Whofe valour plucks dead Lions by tl;ie beard; 
111 fmoke your &in-coat, an I catch you right; 
Sirrah, loot to't; i'faith, I will, i!faith. 

Blanch. O, well did he become that Lion's robe. 
That did difrobe the Lion of that robe. 

Faut. It lies as lightly on the back of him. 
As great Alcides^ ihews upon an afs ; 
But, afs, rU take that burden from your back. 
Or lay on that, ihall make your (boulders crack. 

Auji, What cracker is this famje, that deafs our cars 
With this abundance of fuperfluous breath? 
King Philip, determine what we ihall do ftrait. 

K. Fhil. Women and fools, break oflF your con- 
ference. 
King John, this is the very fum of all; 
England^ and Ireland^ Anjou^ Tpuraiiie, Maine^ 
In right of Arthur I do claim of thee: 
Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy arms ? 
- K. John, My life as fooh. — I do defy thee, France. 
Arthur oi Britain^ yield thee to my hand; 
And out of my dear love Til give thee more, 

Than 
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Than e'er the coward-hand o^ France can win. 
Submit thee, boy. 

£lt. Come to thy grandam, child. 

Conjt. Do^ child, go to it' grandam, child. 
Give grandam kingdom, and it' grandam will : • 
Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig ; 
.There's a good grandam. 

Arth. Good my mother, peace ; 
I would, that I were low laid in my grave; 
I am not worth this coil, that's made for me. 

EIL His mother fliamcs him fo, poor boy, he weeps. 

Con/i, Now fhameupon you, wheVe (be does or noi 
His grandam's wrong, and not his mother's Ihames, 
Draws thofe hcav'n-moving pearls from his poor eyes. 
Which heav'n (hall take in nature of a fee: 
Ay, with thefe cryftal beads heav'n (hall be brib'd 
To do him juftice, and revenge on you. 

Eli, Thou monftrous flanderer of heav'n and earth I 

Conjl, Thou monftrous injurer of heav'n andearthl 
Gall me not flanderer; thou, and thine, ufurp 
The domination, royalties and rights 
Of thi« opprefled boy; this is thy eldeft Ion's fon. 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee: 
Thy fins are vifited in this poor child ; 
The canon of the law is laid on him ; 
Being but the fecond generation 
Removed from thy fin-conceiving womb. 

K. John. Bedlam, have done. 

CoTiJi. I have but this to fay. 
That he is not only plagued for her fin. 
But God hath made her fin and her the plague 
On this removed iflue, plagu'd for her. 
And with her plagye her fin; his injury, 
Her injury, the beadle to her fin. 
All punimd in the perfon of this child, 
And all for her, a plague upon her ! 

Eli. Thou unadvis'd fcold, I can produce 
A will, that bars the title of thy fon. 

1 6 Conjt 



i8o KING JOHN. 

Conft. Ay, who doubts that? a will! — a wicked will; 
A woman's will, a cankred grandam's will. 

K. Phil. Peace, Lady; paufe, or be more tempe- 
rate : 
It ill befecms this prefence to cry Aim 
To thefe ill-tuned repetitions. 
Some trumpet fummon hither tp the walls 
Thefe men of Angiers; let us hear them fpeak, 
"Whofe title they admit, Arthur s or JohrCs, 

[Trumpet founds-. 

SCENE III. 

Enter a Citizen upon the Walls. 
CzV. TTTHOis it, that hath warn'd us to the walls ? 
V V K. mi. Tis France, for England. 

K. John. England for itfelf; ' 

You men o^ Angiers and my loving fubjefls 

K. ThiL You loving men of Angiers^ Arthur s fub- 
Jefts, 
Our trumpet calFd you to this gentle parle 

K. "John. For our advantage; therefore hear usfirfl: 
Thefe flags oi France^ that are advanced here 
Before the eye and profpeft of your town, 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement; 
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath ; 
And ready mounted are they to fpit forth 
Their iron indignation 'gainlt your walls : 
All preparations for a bloody fiege 
•And mercilefs proceeding, by thefe French^ 
Confront your city's eyes, your winking gates; 
And, but lor our approach, thofe fleeping ftones. 
That as a wa,fte do girdle you about, 
By the compulfion of their ordinance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been diftiabited, and wide havock made 
For bloody power to rufli upon your peace. 
But on the fight of us vour lawful King, 

(Who 
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(Who painfully with much expedient march 

Have brought a counter-check before your gates, 

To fave unfcratch'd your city's thrcatned cheeks) 

Behold, the Fnnch^ amaz'd, vouchfafe a parle; 

And now, inftead of bullets wrap'd in lire. 

To make a Ihaking fever in your walls. 

They flioot but calm words folded up in fmoke, ♦ 

To make a faithlefs error in your cars ; 

Which truft accordingly, kind citizens ; 

And let in us, your King, whofe laboured fpirits, 

Fore-weary'd in this aflion of fwift fpeed. 

Crave harbourage within your city-walls, j 

K. Phii. When I have faid, make anfwer to us bpth. 
Lo ! in this right hand, whofe proteftion 
Is moft divinely vow'd upon the right 
Of him it holds, ftands young Plantagerui; 
Son to the elder brother of this man, 
And King o'er him, and all that he enjoys. 
For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
• In warlike march thefe greens before your town : 
Being no further enemy to you. 
Than. the conftraint of hofpitable zeal, 
In the relief of this opprefTed child, 
Religioufly provokes. Be pleafed then 
To pay that duty, which you truly owe 
To him that owns it; na^icly, thjs young prince. 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear. 
Save in afpedl, hath all offence feaFd up : 
Our cannons' malice vainly (hall be fpent 
Againft the invulnerable clouds of heav'n; 
And with a bleffed, and unvext retire. 
With unhack'd fwords,and helmets all unbruis'd, 
We will bear home that lufty blood again, 
Which here we came to fpout againft ypur town ; 
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 
But if you fondly pafs ourproffer'd offer, 
'Tis not the rounder of your old-fac'd walls 
Can hide you from ourmeffcngcrs of war: 

Tho' 
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Tho' all thefe Englijh and their difciplinc, 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference. 
Then tell us, fliall your city call us lord. 
In that behalf which we have challengM it? 
Or Ihall we give the fignal to our rage. 
And ftalk in blood to our pofleflion? 

Cit. In brief, we are the King ofEnglatufs fubjeds ; 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K.John. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 
Cit. That can we not; but he that proves the King, 
To him will we prove loyal ; 'till that time. 
Have we ramm'd up our gates againfi the world. 
K.Jdhn. Doth not the crown o{ England prove the 
King? 
And if not that, I bring you witnefTes, 
Twice fifteen thoufand hearts of England's breed— ^ — 
FauL (Baftards, and elfe.) 
K. John, To verify our. title with their lives. 
K. Phil. As many, and as well-born bloods as 

thofe 

FauL (Some baftards too.) 

K. Phil. Stand in his face to contradi<% hisxlaim. 
Cit. 'Till you compound, wbofe right is i«©rthieft. 
We for the worthieft hold the right from both. 

K. John. Then God forgive the tin of all thofe fouls. 
That to their everlafting refidcnce, 
Before the dew of evening fall, fliall fleet, 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom's King! . 

K. Phil. Amen^ Anun. — Mount chevaliers, to arms .* 
. Paul. Saint George that fwing'd the dragon, and 
e'er fince 
Sits on his horfeback at mine hoftefs' door. 
Teach us fome fence. Sirrah, were I at home 
At your den, firrah, with your Lionefs, 
I*d fct an ox-head to your Lion's hide. 

And make a monfter of you. [To Auftria. 

Aujl. Peace, no more. 

Paul, O, tremble ; for you hear the Lion roar. 

K. John. 
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K. John. Up higher to the plain, where we'll fet 
forth 
In bed appointment all our regiments. 

FauL Speed then to take; th' advantage of the field. 
K. Phil. It (hall be fo ; and at the other hill 
G ommand the reft to ftand* God, and our right I 

[Exiunt^ 

s c E N E IV. 

A long Charge founded: then, after ekcurfions^ enter the He^ 
raid of France with trumpets to the gates. 

F. Her. XT' O U men of Angiers, open wide your 

X gates. 

And let young Arthur Duke of Bretagne in ; 
Who by the hand of France this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an Englifh mother, 
Whofe fons lie fcatter'd on the bleeding ground : 
And many a widow's hulband groveling l^es. 
Coldly embracing the difcolour'd earth; 
While vidory with little lofs doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French; 
Who are at hand triumphantly difplay'd, 
To enter conquerors; and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne^ England's King, and yours. 

Enter Englifli Herald with Trumpets. 

E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers; ring your 
bells ; 
King John^ your King and England's, doth approach. 
Commander of this hot malicious day. ; . 
Their armours, that march'd he^ce.fo filver-bright. 
Hither return all gilt ifi Frenchmeiis blood. 
There ftruck no plume in any Englifh Crcft, 
That is removed by a ftaff of France. 
Our Colours do .return in thofe fame hands; 
That did difplay them, when \^^ firft march'd forth ; 

And, 
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And, like a jolly troop of huntfmen, come 
Our lufty Engli/h^ all with purpled hands ; 
Dy'd in the dying flaughter of their foes. 
Open your gates, and give the vi6bors way. 

Gt. Heralds, from off our tow' rs we might behold, 
From firft to laft, the Onfet and Retire • 

Of both your armies, whofe equality 
By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured ; 
Blood hath bought bloody and blows have anfwerM 

blows ; 
Strength matched with ilrength, and power con- 
fronted power. 
Both are alike, and both alike we like; 
One muft prove greateft. While they weigh fo even. 
We hold our town for neither; yet for both. 

S C E N E V. 

Enter the two Kings with th^ir Powers^ ai/everal Doors, 

K.JohTik TpKANCE^ haft thou yet more blood to 

■* caft away ? 
Say, ftiall the current of our Right run on? 
Whofe paffage, vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'er-fwell 
With courfe difturb'd ev'*n thy confining (hores; 
IJnlefs thou let his filver water keep 
A peaceful progrefs to the ocean. 

K. PhiL England, thou halt not fav'd one drop of 

blood 
In this hot trial, more than we of France; > 

Rather loft more. And by this hand I fwear, 
That fways the earth' this climate overlooks. 
Before we will lay by our j\ift-borne arms, 
We'll put thee down, 'gainft whom thefe arms we 

bear; ' 

Or add a royal number to the dead; 
Gracing the fcroul, that tells of this war's lofs. 
With flaughter coupled to the name of Kings. 

Faul. 
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Fdul. Hal; Majefty, — how high thy glory towers. 
When the rich blood of Kings is fet oh fire ! 
Oh, now doth Death line his dead chaps with ftecl; 
The fwords offoldiers are his teeth, his phangs; 
And now he feafts, mouthing the flefli of men 
In undetermin'd difF'rences of Kings. . 
Why (land thefe royal Fronts amazed thus? 
Cry havock. Kings; back to the fiained field. 
You equal Po tents, fiery-kindled fpirits I 
Then let Gonfufion of one part confirm 
The other's peace; till then, blows, blood, and death. 

K. jf(?A?i. Whofe party do the townfmen yet admit? 

K, PhlL Speak, Citizens, for England^ who's your 
King? 

Cit, The King of England^ when we know the King? 

K. PhiL Know him in us, that here hold up his 
Right. 

K. John, In us, that are bur own great deputy, 
And bear poffeffion of our perfon here ; 
Lord of our prefehce, Angiers^ and of you. 

Cit, * A greater pow'r, than ye, denies all this ; 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former fcruple in our ftrong-barr'd gate&. 

Kings are our fears, until our fears refolv'd 

B^ by fome certain King purg'd and depos'd. 

Faul. By heav'n, the Scroyles oiAngitrs fiout you» 
Kings, 
And fland fecurely on their battlements, 
' As in a Theatre, whence they gape and point 
^At your induftrious Scenes and A<9:s of death, /t^, . 
You royal prefences, be rul'd by me ; .^fe; 

Do like the Mutines oi JervfaUm, ' %> 

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 

* A greater powr, than wc, (Unies ail this; ■ 

Kings of ottr/Mrj,— — .] Wc ihould read, th/fn ye, Whil Power 
wai this i* ihtiv fears. It is plain therefore we (hould read, 

Kings are our fears, • 

t . e, our Fears are the Kings which at prefent rule us. 

Your 
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Your (harped deeds of malice on this town. 
By eaft and weft let France and England mount 
Their battering cannon charged to the mouths; 
Till their foul-fearing clamours have brauFddown 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous City- 
I'd play inceflantly upon thefe jades ; 
Even till the unfenced defolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 
That done, diflever your united ftrengths, 
And part your mingled Colours once again \ 
Turn face to face, and bloody point to point. 
Then in a moment fortune fliall cull forth 
Out of one fide her happy minion ; 
To^whom in favour flie ftiall give the day, 
And kifs him with a glorious Viflory. 
How like you this wild counfel, mighty States ? 
Smacks it not fomeihing of the Policy? 

K. John, Now by the fky, that hangs above our 
heads, 
I like it well. France^ fliall we knit our Powers, 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground, 
Then, after, fight who fliall be King of it? 

FauL And if thou haft the mettle of a King, 
Being wrong'd as we are by this pecvifli town. 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, / 
As we will ours, againft thefe fancy walls ; 
And when that we have dafliM them to the ground. 
Why, then defy each other; and, pell-mell. 
Make work upon ourfelves for heav'n or hell. 

K. Phil. Let it be fo ; fay, where will you aflault ? 

K. John. We from the weft will fend deftrudioa 
Into this City'5 bofom. 

Auft. I from the north. 

K. Fhil. Our thunder from the fouth 
Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Faul. O prudent difcipline ! from North to South ; 
Aufiria and France flioot in each other's mouth, 
ril ftir them to it; .come, away, away! 

Cii. 
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CU. Hear us, great Kings ; vouchfafe a while to 
ftay, 
^nd I flrall fliew you peace, and fair-fac'd league; 
Win you this city without ftroak or wound; 
Refcue thofc breathing lives to die in beds. 
That hei^e come facrificcs for the field ; 
Perfevere not, but hear me, mighty Kings. 

K. John. Speak on, with favour ; we are bent to 

hear. 
Cit. That daughter there of Spain^ the lady Blanch, 
Is near to England ; look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin^ and that lovely maid. 
If lufty love (hould go in queft of beauty, 
Where fliould he find it fairer than in Blanch? 
If zealous love (hould go in fearch of virtue, 
Where fliould he find it purer than in Blanch? 
If love, ambitious, fought a match of Birth, 
Whofe veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch? 
Such as flie-is, in beauty, virtue, birth, ■ 
Is the young Dauphin every way complete : 
If not complete, oh fay, he is not (he ; 
And flie again want^ nothing, (to name Want,) 
If Want it be not, that flie is not he. 
He is the half part of a bleffed man. 
Left to be finiftied by fuch a She : 
And flie a fair divided Excellence, ' • 
Whofe fulnefs of perfeflion lies in him. 
Oh ! two fuch filver currents, when they join. 
Do glorify the banks that bound them in : 
And two fuch fliores, to two fuch ftreams made one, 
Two fuch controlling bounds fliall you be, Kings, 
To thefe two Princes, if you marry them. 
This union fliall do more than battery can, / 
To our faft-clofed gates : for at this match. 
With fwifter Spleen than Powder can enforce, 
The mouth of paffage fliall we fling wide ope. 
And give you entrance ; but without this match, 
The fea enraged is not half fo deaf, 

Lions 
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Lions fo confident, mountains and rocks 

So free from motion ; no, not death himfelf 

In mortal fury half fo peremptory, * ^ 

As we to keep this City. 

FauL Here's a ftay^ 
That, {hakes the rotten carcafs of old Death 
Out of his rags. Here's a large mouth, indeed. 
That fpits forth death, and mountains, rocks and 

feas ; 
Talks as familiarly of roaring Lioxls^ 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs. 
What Cannoneer begot this lufty blood? 
He fpeaks plain cannon-fire, and fmokeand bounce, 
He gives the baftinado with his tongue : 
Our cars are cudgel'd; not a word of his, 
But buffetscbetter than a fift oi France; 
Zounds I I was never fo bethumpt with words, 
Since I firft call'd my brother's father dad. 

EIL Son, lift to this conjundion,make this match, 
Give with our Niece a dowry large enough; 
For by this knot thou flialt fo furely tic 
Thy now unfur'd affurance to the Crown, 
That yon green boy fhall have no Sun to rip< 
The bloom, that promifeth a mighty fruit. 
I fee a Yielding in the looks of France; 
Mark, how they whifpcr ; urge them, while their fouls 
Are capable of this ambition; 
Left zeal now melted by the windy breath 
Of foft petitions, pity and remorfe, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

CU, Why anfwer not the double Majefties 
This friendly Treaty of our threalen'd town ? 

K. Fhil, Speak, England^ firft, that hath been- for- 
ward firft 
To fpeak unto this City: what fay you? 

K. John* If that the Dfltt/iAm there, thy Princely fon. 
Can in this book of beauty read, / l(we; 
Her dowry ftiall weigh equal with a Queen. 

For 
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For Anjou^ and fair Touraine^ Maine ^PoiSiers^ 
And all that we upon this fide the fea, 
Except this City now by us befieg'd. 
Find liable to our Crown and Dignity, 
Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions; 
As (he in beauty, education, blood. 
Holds hand with any Princefs of the world. 

K. Phil What fay'ft thou, boy ? look in the lady's 

face. 
Lewis, I do, my lord, arid in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle ; 
The (hadow of myfelf form'd in her eye ; 
Which, being but th« fhadow of your fon. 
Becomes a Sun, ahd makes your fon a ihadow. 
I do proteft, I never lov'd myfelf, . 
Till now, infixed, I beheld myfelf, 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

[Whifpering with Blanch. 
Paul. Drawn in the flattering tabic of her eye !i : . 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! ' 
And quartered in her heart ! he doth efpie 
Himfelf love's traitor : this is pity now. 
That hang'd,-and drawn, and quarler'd, there fhould 

be, 
In fuch a Love, fo vile a lout as he. / 

Blanch, My uncle's will in this refpeft is mine. 
If he fee aught in you, that makes him like. 
That any tbiAg he fees*, which moves his liking, • 
I can with cafe tranflate it to ray will: 
Or. if you will, to fpeak more properly, 
I will enforce it eafily to my love. 
Further I will not flatter you, my lord. 
That all I fee in-ydti is r worthy love, ' 

Than this ; that nothing do I fee in you; 
(Thoughchurlifli thoughts; iKemfelves ftiould beyonar 

judge) ' ^-'-'' • i : : i ) : i 

That I can find fliou^ld merit any hate. 

K. John, 
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K. John. What fay thefe young Ones ? what fay 

you, my Niece ? 
Blanch, That (he is bound in Honour ilill to do 
What you in wifdom ftill vouchfafe to fay. 

K. John. Speak then. Prince Dauphin^ can you love 

this lady? 
Lewis. Nay, a(k me, if lean refrain from love;" 
For I do love her moft unfeignedly. 

K. John. Then do I give Volqueffen^ Touraine^ Maine, 
Tot^ers^ and Anjou^ thefe five Provinces, 
With her to thee; and this addition noore^ 
Full thirty thoufand Marks'of Englijh coin. 
Thilip of France^ if thou be pleas'd withal, . 
Command thy Son and Daughter to join hands. 
K. Fhil. It likes us well; young Princes, cjofe your 

hands. 
Auji. And your lips too; for, I am well affur'd, 
That I did fo, when I was firft affur'd. 

K. FhU. Now, Citizens oi Anglers^ ope your gates. 
Let in that amity which you have made: 
For at Saiiit Marfs Chapel prefehtly. 
The Rights of Marriage fliall be folemniz'd. 
Is not the lady Conjlarue in this troop? 
I know, {he is not ; for this Match made up 
Her prefence would have interrupted much. 
Where is (he and her fon, tell me, who knows ? 
Lewis,. She's fad and palfionate at your Highnefs' 

Tent. 
K. Fhil, And, by my faith, this league, that we have 
made. 
Will give her fadnefs very little Cure. 
Brother of England^ how may we content. 
This widow lady? in her Right we came ; . 
Which we, God knows» have, turn'dianolher way 
To our own vantage, i • i; . 

K. . JaAn» We will he,al tip all, ' 

For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Britain^ 
And Earl of Richmond; and thi$ rich fair town 
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We make him lord of. ' Call the lady Conjlanct; 

Some fpeedy Meffenger bid her repair 

To our Solemnity : I truft, we (hall. 

If not fill up the meafure of her will, 

Yet in fome meafure fatisfy her fo. 

That we Ihall ftop her exclamatioft. 

Go we, as well ashalte willfufFer us, 

To this unlook'd-for, unprepared, Pomp. 

[Exeunt all but Faulconbridgc. 

S C E N E VI. 

Taid. TV yf A D world, mad Kings, madcompofition ! 
iVJL John, to ftop Arthur's Title in the whole, 
Hath willingly departed with a part : 
And France^ whofe armour Conscience buckled on. 
Whom Zeal and Charity brought to the field. 
As God's own foldier, rounded in the ear 
With th^t fame purpofe-changer, that fly devil, 
That broker, that ftill breaks the pate of faith. 
That daily break-vow, he that wins of all, 
Of Kings, of beggars, old men, young men,, maids. 
Who having no external thing to lofe 
But the word Maid, cheats the poor maid of that; 
That fmooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling Commodity,- 
Commodity, the biafs of the world. 
The world, which of itfelf is poifed well. 
Made to run even, upon even ground ; , 
Till this advantage, this vile-drawing biafs. 
This fway of motion, this Commodity, 
Makes it take head from all indifFerency, 
From all diredion, purpofe, courfe, intent. 
And this fame biafs, this Commodity, 
This bawd, this broker*, this all changing word, 
Clapt on the outward eye of fickle France^ • * . 
Hath dra'wh'him from his own determined aid, ' 

From a refolv'd and honourable war, 

To a moft bafe and vile-concluded peace. 

And 
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And why rail I on this Commodity? 

But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet : 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand. 

When his fair angels would falute my palm; 

But that my hand, as unattempted yet. 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on ihe rich. • 

Well, while I am a beggar, I will rail; 

And fay, there is no fin but to be rich : 

And being rich, my virtue than ihall be. 

To fay, there is no vice, but beggary. 

Since Kings break faith upon commodity. 

Gain, be my lord ; for I will worfhip thee ! [Exit. 



A C T III. SCENE I. 

The French King's Pavilion. 
Enter Conftancc, Arxhur, ^^nrf Salifbury. 

C ONSTANCE. 

GONE to be marry 'd ! gone to fwear a peace ! 
Falfe blood to falfe blood join'd 1 Gone to be 
friends I 
Shall Lewis have Blanch^ and Blanch ihofe provinces ? 
It is not fo, thou haft mif-fpoke, mif-heard;. 
Be well advis-d, tell o'er thy tale again, U 

It cannot be; thou deft but fay, 'tis fo. 
I truft, I may not irult thee ; lor. thy word . 
Is but the vain breath of a common man : 
Believe me, 1 do not believe thee, man; 
I have a King's oath to the contrary. • 
Thou (halt be punilh'd for thus frighting nie, 
For I am fick, and capable of fears ; ' I* 

Oppreft witlj wrongs, and therefore full of fearsi V 

A widow, hufbandlefs, fubjed to fears ; 
A woman, naturally born to fears, 
i And 



I f 



KING JOHN. 193 

And, tho' thou now confefs thou didft but jcft, 
With my vext fpirits I cannot take a truce. 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. • 
What doft thou mean by fhaking of thy head? 
Why doft thou look fo fadly on my fon? 
What means that hand upon that breaft of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum. 
Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds? . 
Be thefe fad fighs confirmers of thy words ? 
Then fpeak ag^in, not all thy former tale. 
But this one word; whether thy tale be true. 

SaL As true, as, I believe, you think them falfe. 
That give you caufe top^ove my faying true. 

Coi^. Oh, if thou teach me to believe this forrow. 
Teach thou this forrow how to make me die; 
And let belief and life encounter fo^ 
As doth the fury of two defp'rate men. 
Which in the very meeting, fall and die, 
Lewis wed Blanch! O boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England! what becomes of me? 
Fellow, be gone, T cannot brook thy fight : 
This news hath made thee a moft ugly man. 

Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done. 
But fpoke the harm that is by others done ? 

Conft. Which harm within itfeU fo heinous is. 
As it makes harmful all that fpeak of it. 

Arth, I do befeech you, mother, be content. 

Conjl. If thou, that bidft me be content, wert 
grim, -^ . ^ 

Ugly, and fland^rous to thy mother's womb. 
Full of unpleafing blots, and fighdefs ftains. 
Lame, foolifli, crooked, fwart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-offending marks ; 
I would not care, I then would be content : 
For then I fhould not love thee: no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deferve a crown. 
But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy I 

Vol. IV. ' K Nature 
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Nature and fortune join d to make tbce great. 
Of nature's gifts thou imay'fl with lillies boaft, 
And with the half-blown rofc. But fortune, oh !. 
She is conrupted, changed, and, won from thee, 
Adulteratjes houdy with thine uncle John ; 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread down fair rcfpeft of fbvereignty. 
And made his majefly the bawd to theii:^. 
France is a bawd to fortune, and to John^ 
That ftrumpct fortune, that ufurping J4>kn ! 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forfworn ? 
Envenom him with words ; or get thee goDe, 
And leave ihefe woes alone, which i alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 

SaL Pardon me. Madam, 
I may not go without you to the Kings. 

Conjl. Thou inay'ii, diou Ihalt, I will not go with 
thee. 
^ 1 win infirmfil my XoraowB to be proud -, 
Fdr 'Grief is proud, and makes his owner ftout. 
To me, and to the State of ray great Grief, 
Let Kings affemble : for my Griefs fo great. 
That no Supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up: Here I and Sorrow fit: 
Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 

[Sits dawn on the floor. 



s c E N E II. ' 

JEn^^r A:i»g" John, iCfVig- Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, \\ 

Faulconbridge, and Auftria. A 

K. PhiL '>nn I S true, fair daughter; and this 1 

1 bleffedday ", 

Ever in France (hall be kept feftival : j 

To folemnize this day, the glorioi^s fun \ 

Stays in his courfe, and plays the alchymift; | 

Turning / 
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Turning with fplendor of his precious eye 
The meagre cloddy, earth to gUtt'ring gold. 
The yearly courfe, that brings this day about, 
Shall never fee it, but a holy-day. 

Conji. A wiciked day, and not a holy-day. 

[Rifing. 
What hath this day defervM ? what hath it done. 
That it in golden letter fliould be fet 
Among the high tides in .the kalends? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week. 
This day of Ihame, opprel&on, perjury: 
Or, if it mvtSt ftand ftill, let wives with child 
Pray, that their burdens may not fall this day. 
Left that their hopes prodigioufly be croft : 
But on this day, let feamen fear no wreck; 
No bargains bceak, that are not this day made ; 
This day, all things begun come to ill end. 
Yea, faith itfelf to hollow £alfliood change ! 

K. Phil. By heaven, lady, you fhall have no caufc 
To curfe the fair proceedings of this day: 
Have I not pawn'd to you my Majefty ? 

Conft. You have beguird me. with a counterfeit 
Refembling Majefty, which, touch'd and try'd. 
Proves valuelefs : you are forfworn, forfworn. 
You came in arms to fpill my enemies blood, 
But now in arms, you ftrcngthen it with yours. 
The grappling vigour, and rough frown of war. 
Is cold in amity and painted peace. 
And our oppuj^iSon hath made up this league : 
Arm, arm, ye heav'ns, againft thefe perjur'd Kings: 
A widow cries, be hufband to me, heav'n ! 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but ere fun-fet. 
Set armed difcord 'twixt thefe perjur'd Kings. 
Hear me, oh, hear me ! 

Aujl. Lady Coiiflance^ peace. 

ConJi. Warj wfr, no peace; peace is to me a war. 
K2 O 
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O Lymoges^ O Aujlria! thou doft fhame 

That bloody fpoil: thou flave, thou wretch, thoa 

coward, 
Thou little valiant, great in villany I 
Thou ever ftrong upon the Rronger fide; 
Thou fortune's champion, that doft never fight 
But when her humourous ladyfhip is by 
To teach thee fafety ! thou artperjur'dtoo. 
And footh'ft up greatiiefs. What a fool art thou, 
A ramping fool, to brag, to ftamp, and fwear. 
Upon my party ; thou cold-blooded fiave. 
Haft thou not fpoke like thunder on my fide ? 
Been fworn my foldier, bidding me depend 
Upon thy ftars, thy fortune, and thy ftrcngth ? 
And doft thou now fall over to my foes? 
Thou wear a lion's hide i doff it for fliame. 
And hang a calve's-flcin on thofe recreant limbs. 

Aujl^ O, that a man wouldfpeak thofe words to me ! 

Faul. And hang a calve's-fkin on thofe recreant 
limbs. 

Auji. Thou daf ft not fay fo, villain, for thy life. 

FauL And hang a calve's-lkin on thofe recreant 
limbs. [fall 

Aujl. * Methinks, that RickarcTs pride and Richard's 
Should be a precedent to fright you. Sir. 

FauL What words are thefe ? how do my finews 

fliakel : 

My father's foe 'clad in my father's fpoil! . J 

* Methinks, that. Richard^j pridt, &c. ] What was the Ground of tins 
Quarrel of the Baftard to Auftria is no where fpccify'd in the prefent 
Play : Nor is there in this Plaqe, or the Scene where it is jBrft hinted 
at (namely the fecond of Aft II.) the leaft mention of any Reafon 
for it. But the Story is, that Aujlria, who kill'd King Richard Caur- 
de-lion^ wore a$ the Spoil of that Prince, a Lion's Hide which had 
belonged to him. This Circumftancc renders the Anger of the 
Baflard very natural, and ought not to have been omitted. In the 
firft Sketch of this Play (which Shake/pear is faid to have a Hand 
in, jointly with William Rowley) we accordingly find this inftfled 
upon, and I have ventured to place a few of thofe Verfes here. 

Mr. Pope. 

How 
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Ho'w doth AleBo whifper in my ears, 
Delay not, Richard^ kill the villain ftrait ; 
Difrobe him of the matchlefs monument, 
Thy father's triumph o'er the favages. — • . 

Now by his foul I fwear, my father's foul, 
.Twice will I not review the moriling's rife. 
Till I have torn that trophy from thy back ; 
And fplit thy heart, for wearing it fo long. 

K. John. We like not this, thou doft forget thyfclf. 

S GENE III. 

Enter Pandulph. 

k. PhiL T YE R E comes the holy Legate of the Pope, 
JLX Pand. Hail» you anointed Deputies of 
heav'n ! 
To thee. King jfoAn, mv holy errand is ( 
I Pandulph, of fair Milain Cardinal, 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate here, 
Do in his name religioufly demand 
Why thou againft the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wilfully doft fpum, and force perforce 
Keep Stephen Langtcn^ chofen Archbiihop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy See ? 
This in out 'forfaid holy Father's name. 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

K. John. What earthly name to interrogatories 
Can talk the free breath of a facred King? 
Thou canfl; not; Cardinal, devife a name 
So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous. 
To charge me to an anfwer, is the Pope* 
.T«ll him this tale, and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more, that no Italian prieft 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions : 
But as we under heav'n are fupreme head. 
So, und^r him, that great Supremacy, 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold; 
Without th' affiftaiice of a mortal hand, 

K5 So 
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So tell the Pope, all revVcncc fct apart 
To him and his ufurp'd authority. 

K. PhiL Brother of England^ you blafpheme in this, 

K. John. Tho' you and all the Kings of Chriftcn- 
dom 
Are led fo grofly by this xnedling Pricft, 
Dreading the curfe, that money may bay out; 
And by the merit of vile gold, drofs, duft, 
Purchafe corrupted pardon of a roan, 
Who in that fale fells pardon from himfelf : 
Tho' you, *an.d all the reft, fo grofly fed. 
This jugling witch-craft with revenue cherifli ; 
Yet I, alone, alone do me oppofe 
Againft the Pope, and count hh fiidnds my foci. 

Pand. Then by the lawful pbwer that I have, 
Thouflialt ftand curft, and excommunicate; 
^ And bleffed (hall he be, that doth revolt 
From his allegiance 'to an. heretic; 
And meritarioi:ts fliali that hand hi calFd, . 
Canonized and worftiipii'd as a S^int, 
That takes away by any. fectdt coutf© 
Thy hateful lif«. 

Conji. O, lawful let it be. 
That I have room with Rome to curfe a while. 
Good father Cardinal, cry thbu^ Amen, 
To my keen curfes; for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curfc him right. 

Pand. There's law, and warrant, lady, for my curf<ei 

ConJl. And for mine too; when lawcan do no right; 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong : 
Law cannot give my child his kingdom here; 
For he, that holds bis kingdom, holds the law; 
Therefore, fincc law itfelf is perfcfli wrong. 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curfe? 

Pand. Philip o[ France, on peril of a curfe, 
Let go thq hand of that arch-heretic; 
And raife the pov/'r of France upon his head, 
Unlefs he do fubmit himfelf to Rome. 

Eli. 
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EIL Look'ft thou pak, France? do not let go thy 
hand. 

Conft. Look to that, devil ! left that France repent. 
And, by disjoining bands, hell lofc a foul. 

Auji. King Philips liftcn to the Cardinal. 

FaiU. Andhangacalve'slkinonhis recreant limbs* 

Aujt, Well, ruffian, I muft pocket xip th^fe wron-gs, 
Becaufe 

FauL Your breeches beft may carry them. 

K.Johri. Philips what fay' ft thou to the Cardinal? 
' Conjl. What (bould he fay, but as the Cardinal ?- 

Lewis. Bethink you, father; for the difference 
Is purchafe of a heavy curfe from RomCy 
Or the light lofs of England for a friend; 
Forgo the eafier. 

Blanch. That's the curfe of Rome, 

Conjt. Lewis^ ftandfaft; the Devil tempts thee here 
In likenefs of a new untrimmed bride. 

Blanch. The lady Canfiance fpeaks not from her faith ; 
But from her need. 

Conft. Oh, if thou grant my ne.ed, ;' 

Which only lives but by the death of faith, ^ 

That need muft needs infer this principle. 
That faith would live again by deaitb of need: 
O, then tread down my need, and faith mountsiup; 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down. 

K. John. The King is mov'd, andi anfwers nob (to 
this, •' 

Conjl. O, be removed from him, and anfwet well. 

AuJi. Do fo. King Philip ; hang no more in. doubt; 

Faul, Hang nothing but a calve's-lkin, moftfwcet 
lout, 

K. Phil. 1 am perplext^ and know not what toJay. 

Pand. Whatcanft thou fay, but will perpiex thee 
more, 
If thou ftand excommunicate and cuijft? 

K. Phil. Good rev' rend father, make my pcrfon 
yours; 

H4 And 
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And tell me, how you would bcftow yourfelf. 

This royal hand and mine are newly knit. 

And the conjumSion of our inward fouls 

Marry'd in league, coupled and link'd together 

With all religious flrength of facred vows : 

The lateft breath, thai gave the found of ^words^ 

Was deep-fworn faith, peace, amity, true love. 

Between our kingdoms and our royal Selves. 

And even before this truce, but new before. 

No longer than we well could wafli our hands 

To clap this royal bargain up of peace, 

Heav'n knows^ they were befmear d and over-ftain'd 

With flaughter^s pencil ; where revenge did paint 

The fearful difference of incenfed Kings. 

And fhall thefe hands, fo lately purg'd of blood. 

So newly join'd in love, fo ftrong in both. 

Unyoke this feizure, and this kind regreet? 

Play faft and loofe with faith ? fo, jeft with hcav'n? 

Make fuch unconfiant children of ourfelves. 

As now again to fnatch our palm from palm ? 

Un-fwear faith fworti, and on the marriage-bed 

Of fmiling peace to march a bloody hoft. 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true fincerity ? O, holy Sir, 

My reverend father, let it not be fo ; 

Out of your grace, devife, ordain, impofc 

Some gentle order, and we fhall be blefl 

To do your pleafure, and continue friends. 
Pand. All form is formlefs, order orderlefs. 

Save what is oppofite to EnglaniCs love. 

Therefore, to arms! be champion of our Church ! 

Or let the Church our mother breathe her curfe, 

A mother's curfe on her revolting fon. 

France, thou may'fl hold a ferpcnt by the tongue, 

A chafed lion by the mortal paw, 

A fafling tyger fafer by the tooth, [hold. 

Than keep in peace that hand, which thou doft 
K. Phil, I may dif-join my hanld, but not my faith. 

Pand. 
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Fand, So mak'ft thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil war, fet'ft oath to oath. 
Thy tongue againft thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
Firft made to heav'n» firft be to heav'n performed ; 
Tha^t is, to be the champion of our Church. 
What fince thou fwor^ft, is fworn againft thyfelf ; 
And may not be performed by thyfelf. 
For that which thou haft fworn to do amifs. 
Is yet amifs, when it is truly done: 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill. 
The truth is then moft done, not doing it. 
The better aA of purpofes mifiooii 
7s to miftake again ; tho' indire6t. 
Yet indiredion thereby grows dired, 
And falfhood falftiood cures ; as fire cools fire. 
Within the fcorched veins of one "new-burn'd. 
It is religion that doth make vows kept, 
But thou hall fworn againft religion : 
By what thou fwear' ft, againft the thing thou fwear'fl: 
And mak'ft an oath the furety for thy truth, 

Againft an oath the truth thou art unfure 

To fwear, fwear only not to be forfworn ; 

Elfe what a mockery fliould it be to fweJir ? 

But thou doft fwear, only to be forfworn. 

And moft forfworn, to keep what thou doft fwear. 

Therefore thy latter vows, againft thy firft, 

Is in thyfelf rebellion to thyfelf. 

And better conqueft never canft thou make. 

Than arm thy conftant and thy nobler parts 

Againft thefe giddy, loofe fuggeflions : 

Upon which better part, our pray'rs come in, 

If thou vouchfafe them. But if not, then know. 

The peril of our curfes light on thee 

So heavy, as thou ftialt not flxake them off"; 

But, in defpair, die under their black weight. 

Aii/i, Rebellion, flat rebellion. 

FauL Wiirtnotbe? 
V/ill not a calve'sikin flop that mouth of thine ? 
K 5 Lewis^ 
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Lewis, Father, to arms. 

Blanch, Upon thy wedding-day ? 
Againft the blood that thou haft married ? 
What, (hall our fcaft be kept with flaughterM men ? . 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churliih drums. 
Clamours of hell, be meafures to our pomp? 

hufband, hear me; (ah 1 alack, how new 

Is hufband in my mouth ?) ev'n for that name, 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronouflce, 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Againft mine uncle. 

Conft, O, upontfny knee. 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heav'n. 

Blanch. Now fhall I fee thy love ; what motive may 
Be ftronger with thee than the name of wife? 

Conjl. That which upholdeth him, that thee up- 
holds. 
His honour. Oh, thine honour, Lewis^ thine ho- 
nour ! 

Lewis. I mufe your Majefty doth Teem fo cold, 
When fuch profound refpefts do pull you on ? 
Pand. 1 will denounce a curfe upon his head. 
K. PhiL Thou flialt not need. England, Til fall 
from thee. . * ' 

Conjl. O fair return of banifti'd Majefty ! 
Eli. O foul revolt of French inconftancy ! 
K. John. France., thou fhak rue this hour within 

this hour. 
FauL Old time the clock-fetter, that bald fexton 
time, 
Is it, as he will ? well then, France fliall rue. 

Blanch. The fun's o'ercaft with blood : fair day^ 
adieu .' 
Which is the fide that I muft go withal ? 

1 am with both, each army hath a hand. 
And in their rage, I having hold of both,- 

. They. 
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They whirl afunder, and difmember mc. 
Hulbaad, I cannot pray that thou may'ft win : 
Uncle, I needs muft ptay that thou may'ft lofe : 
Father, I may not wifli the fortune thine : 
Grandam, I will not wifh thy wifhes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on that fide fliall I lofe : 
AfTured lofs, before the match be play'd. 

Lewis, Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies. 

Blanch, There where my fortune lives, there my 
life dies. 

K. John, Coufin, go draw our puiflajice together. 

[Exit Faulconbridge. 
Franci^ I am burn'd up with inflaming wrath, 
A rage, whofe heat hath this condition 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood, and deareft-valu'd blood of France. 

K. Phil. Thy rage fliall burn thee up, and thou 
flialt turn 
To aflies^, ere our blood fliall quench that fire : 
Look to thyfelf, thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John. No more, than he that threats. To arms,^ 
let's hie. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

^Changes to a Field of Battle. 

Alarms^ Excurftons: Enter Faulconbridge, with Auftria'i 
Head. 

FauL TVJOW, by my life, this day grows wondrous 

x\ hot ; 

Some fiery devil hovers in the flcy, 
And pours down mifchief. Auftria's head lie there. — 
Thus hath King Richard'^s fon performed his vow. 
And offer d Aujirias blood for facrifice 
Unto his father's ever-living foul. 

K6 Enter 
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Enter King John^ Arthur, and Hubert. 
K. John: There, Hubert^ keep this boy. Richard^ 
make up; ^ 

My mother is aiTailed in our tent. 
And ta'en, I fear. 

FaiU. My lord, I refcuM her: 
Her highnefs is in fafety, fear you not. 
But on, my Liege ; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy edd* [Exeunt. 

S C E N E V. 

Alarms^ Excurjions^ Retreat. Re-enter King John, Eli- 
nor, Arthur, Faulconbridge, Hubert, and Lords. 

K. John. Q O fliall it be; your Grace fhall ftay b€- 

^ hind 
So ftrongly guarded: Goufin, look not fad, 

[To Arthur. 
Thy grandam loves thee, and thy uncle >vill 
As dear be to thee, as tHy father was. 

Arth. O this will make m^y mother die with grief. 
. K.John. CouGn ^v/^y fov England; hafte before^ 
. [To Faulconbridge. 

And, ere our coming, fee thou ihake the bags 
Of hoarding'Abbots ; their imprifon'd angds ' 

Set thou at liberty: ihe fat ribs of peace 
Muft by the hungry war be fed upon. 
Ufe our commifJion in its utmoft force. [back, 

Paul. Bell, book, and candle fliall not drive me 
When gold and filvcr beck me to come on. i j 

I leave your highnefs : grandam, I will pray il 

(If ever 1 remember to be holy) * . . n 

For your fair fafety; fo I kifs your hand. 
Eli, Farewel, my gentle coufin. 
K.John. Coz, farewcl. [Exit Fd.ul. 

Eli. Come hither, litde kinfman; — hark, a word. 
[Taking him to one fide oftkejlage. 
K. John, 
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K. John, [to Hubert on the other Jide* 
Come hither^ Hubert, O my gentle Hubert^ 
We owe thee much; within this wall of flefii 
There is a faul counts thee her creditor. 
And with advantage means to pay thy lovet 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bofom, dearly cherifhed. 
Give me thy hand, I had a thing to fay 
But I will fit it with (pme better time. 
By heaven, Hubert^ I m almoft afbamM 
To fay what good rcfpeft I have of thee. 

Hub. I am much bounden to your Majefty. 

K. John. Good friend, thou haft no caufe tofay f« 

yet, 

J5ut thou fball have — and creep time ne'er to flow. 
Yet it iball come for me to do thee good. 

1 had a thing to fay but, let it go : 

The fun is in the heav'n, and the proud day^, 

Attended with the pleafures of the world. 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 

To give me audience. If the midnight bell 

Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth 

Sound one unto the drowfy race of night; 

If this fame were a church-yard where we ftand. 

And thou pofleffed with a tho uf and wrongs ; 

Or if that furly fpirit Melancholy 

Had bak'd thy blood and made it heavy thick. 

Which elfe runs tickling up and down the veins, 

Making that ideot laughter keep men's eyes, 

And ftrain their cheeks to idle merriment ; 

(A paflion hateful to my purpofes) 

Or if that thou couldft fee me without eyes, 

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply^ 

Without a tongue, ufing conceit alone. 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful found of words ; 

Then, in defpight of broad-ey'd watchful day, 

I would into thy bofom pour my thoughts: 

But " 
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But ah, I will not yet I love thee well ; 

And, by my troth, I think, ihou lov'ft me well. 

Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Tho' that my death were adjunft to my afl, 
Byheavn, rddo't. 

, K. John. Do not I know, thou would'ft? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye . 
On yon young boy: TU tell thee what, m^ friend; 
He is a very ferpent in my way. 
And, wherefoe er this, foot of mine doth tread. 
He lies before me.. Doft thou undferftand me? 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hi^. And I'll keep him fo, j 

That he (hall not oflFend your Majefty. j 

K. John. Death. I 

Hub. My lord? 

K.John. A grave. 

Hub. He fhall not live. 

K. John. Enough. j 

I 'could be merry now. Hubert^ I love thee ; u 

Well, ni not fay what I intend for thee : • I 

Remember : — ^Madam, fare you well. ' 

[Returning to the Queen. 
ril fend thofe pow'rs o'er to your Majefty. i 

Eli. My blefling go with thee ! 

K. John. For England^ coufin, go. 
Hubert ihall be your man, t'attend on you 
With all true duty -, on, toward Calais, ho 1 [Exeunt. 

s c E N E vi. 

Changes to the French Court. ' ij 

Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpho, and Attendants., 

K. ^hil Q O, by a roaring teropeft on the flood, 

i3 A whole Armado of colleSed fail 
Is fcatter'd and disjoined from fellowftiip. 

Farhd. Courage and comfort, all fhall yet go well. ' 

K. Fhil. 



\' 
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K. PhiL What can go well, when we have run fo 
ill? 
Are we not beaten ? Is not AngUrs loft? 
Arthur ta'en Prisoner ? diverfe dear friends ilain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O'er-bearing interruption, fpite of France ? 

Lewis, What he hath won, that hath he fortify'd : 
So hot a fpeed with fuch advice difpos'd. 
Such temp'rale order *in fo fierce a courfe. 
Doth want example; who hath read, or heard, 
OF any kindred adion like to this ? 

K. PhiL Well could I bear that England had this 
praife. 
So we could find fome pattern of our ihame. 

Enter Gonfiance. 
Look, who comes here ? a grave unto a foul. 
Holding th' eternal fpirit *gainfi her will 
In the vile prifon of afflided breath ; 
I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me. 

Conft, Lo, now, now fee the iffue of your peace.' 
K. PhiL Patience, good lady ; comfort, gentle 

Conjlance, 
Conjl. No, I defy all counfel, and redrefs, 
But that, which ends all counfel, true redrefs, 
Death, death ; oh amiable, lovely death I 
Thou odoriferous ftench, found rottennefs, 
Arife forth from thy couch of lafting night. 
Thou hate and terror to profperity. 
And I will kifs thy deteftable bones ; 
And put my eye-balls in thy vanity brows ; 
And ring thefe fingers with thy houfliold Worms ; 
And flop this gap of breath with fulfome duft, 
And be a carrion monfter, like thyfelf ; 
Come, grin on me, and I will think thou fmil'ft, 

« . , — infoJUrce a caufc,] Wc (hould read, Courfe, 1. e. 

march. 

And 
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And kifs thee as thy wife; mifery's love, 

come to me F 

K. Phil. O fair affliflion, peace. 

Cot^, No, no, I will not, having breath to cry; 
O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth. 
Then with a paffion I would fhake the world. 
And rouze from fleep that fell anatomy, 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice. 
And fcorns a modern invocation. 

Pand. Lady^ you utter madnefs, and not forrow* 

Conft. Thou art not holy to belie me fo; 

1 am not mad; this hair I tear is mine; 
My name is CiOnJlance^ I was Geffref% wife : 
Young Arthur is my fon, and he is loft ! 

I am ndt mad ; I would to heaven, I were f 

for then 'tis like, I (bould forget myfelf. 

Oh, if I could, what grief (bould I forget ! 

Preach fome philofophy to make me mad, 

And thou (halt be canoniz'd, GardinaL 

For being not mad, but fenfible of grief. 

My reafonable part prbduces r<afon 

How I may be deliver d of thefe woes. 

And teaches me to kill or hang myfelf. ' * 

If 1 were mad, I (hould forget my fon, • 

Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he: 

1 am not mad; too well, too well I feel 

The difFrent plague of each calamity. 

K. PhiL Bind up thofe treffes; O, what love I note 
In the fair multitude of thofe her hairs; 
Where but by chance a filver drap hath fall'n, ^ 
Ev'n to that drop ten thou fan d wiery friends 
Do glew themfelves infociable grief; 
Like true, infeparable, faithful loves. 
Sticking together in calamity. 

Conjl, To England^ iiyowwilh — 

K. PhiL Bind up your hairs. 

Conjl. Yes, that I will; and wherefore will I do it? 
I tore ihera from their bonds, and cry'd aloud, 

O, that 
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'O, that thefe hands could fo redeem my fon, 

As they have giv'n thefe hairs their liberty ! 

But now I envy at their liberty, 

And will again commit them to their bonds; 

Becaufe ray poor child is a prifoner, 

And, father Cardinal, I have heard you fay. 

That we fhall fee and know our friends in heav'n ; 

If that be, I fliall fee my boy again. 

For Unce the birth of Cain, the firft male-child, 

To him that, did but yefterday fufpire, 

There was not fuch a gracious creature bom. 

But now will canker forrow eat my bud, 1 

And chafe the native beauty from his cheek ; 

And he will look as hollow as a ghoft; 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit; 

And fo he'll die: and, riling fo again, 

When I fhall meet him in the court oF heav'n 

I (hall not know him; therefore never, never, 

Muft I behold my pretty -^r/Awr more. 

Fand. You hold too heinous a refpe^l pf grief. 
Conft, He talks to me, that never had a fon. - ■ 
K. Phil. You are as fond of grief, as of your child. ^ 
Conft, Grief fills the room up of my abfent child; 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts ; 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form; 
Then have I reafon to be fond of grief. 
Fare you well ; had you fuch a lofs as I, 
J could give better comfort than you do. 
I will not keep thb form upon my head, 

[Tearing of her head-clothis^ 
When there is fuch difordcr in my wit, 
O lord, my boy, my Arthur^ my fair fon ! 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world! 
My widoW-comfort, and my forrow's cure I [Exit. 
K. Phil, I fear fomc outrage, and I'll follow her. 

[Exit. 
SCENE 
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SCENE VIL 

Lewis, np HE R E' s nothing ia thisworld caii make 

JL mcjoy; 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told talev 
Vexing the dull cat of a drowfy man. 
A bitter Dbame hath fpaik the fweet world's taftc. 
That it yields nought but (hame aiad bittern«f»» 

Fand, Before the curing of a firong di&afe^ 
Ev'n in the infiant of repair and health. 
The fit is ftrongefl: evils that take leave, 
On their departure, moft of all Ihcwevil.. 
What have you loft by lofing of this, day ? 

Lewis. All days of glory, joy, and happinefs. 

Pand. If you bad won it, certainly, you had. 
No, no; when fortune means to men moft good. 
She looks upon them with a threat* ning eye. 
'Tis ftrange to think how much King J^An hath loft 
In tbi&, which he accounts fb clearly won. 
Are not you griev'd, that Arthur is his prifoner? 

Lewis 4 As heartily, as he is glad he hath him. 

Fottd* Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me fpeak with a prophetic fpirit; 
For ev'n the breath of what I mean to fpeak 
Shall blow each dull, each flraw, each little rub. 
Out of the path which fliall dire^Ly lead 
Thy foot to Englafid^s throne : and therefore mark. 
John hath feiz^d Arthur^ and it cannot be 
That whilft warm life plays in that infant's veins. 
The mifplacM John fliould entertain an hour, 
A minute, nay, one quiet breath, of reft. 
A fcepter, fnatch'd with an unruly hand, 
Muft be as boift'roufly maintained!, as gain d. ^ 
And he, that ftands upon a flippr'y place, 
Makes nice of no vile hold to ftay him up. 
That John may ftand, then Arthur needs muft fall ; 
So be it, for it cannot be but fo. 
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L^wis. But what fhall I gain by young Arthur^s 

fall? 
Pand. You, in- the right of lady Blanch your wife^ 
May th^n make all the claim that Arthur did. ' 
Lewis, And lofe it, life and all, as Arthur did. 
Pand. How green yon arc: and frefti in this aid 

WOYld? 

John lays you plots ; the times confpire with you ; 
Fdr he, that fleeps his fafety in true blood. 
Shall find but bloody fafety and untrue. 
This aft, (oevMy bo'rn, feall cool theh©a»ts 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal ; 
That no fo fmall advaniagJS (hall Aep fotth . 
To check his reign, but they will cherifli it.. 
No nat'ral exlialatroh in tlid fky. 
No 'fcapc of nature, no diftemperd day. 
No common wind^ nd cuftomed. event, 
But they will pluck away its nat'ralcaufe, 
And call them meteors, prodigies^ and &gns, 
Abortives, and prcfages, tongues of heav'n 
Plainly denouncing vehgeah^e upon John. 

Lewis. May be, he will not toUch youiig Arthvr'w 
life; 
But hold himfelf fafe in his prifo^iment** 

Pand, O Sir, when he fliall h^ar of yout sCpproacHf. 
If that young Arthur be not. gone already. j 

Ev'n at this news he dies : and then the hefeitts 
Of aH his people fhall revolt from him^ 
And kifs the lips of unacquainted change; 
And pick ftrong matter of revolt and wrath, 
Out of the bloody fingers' ends oijohn, 
Methinks, I fee this hurly all on foot ; 
And O, what better matter breedy for you 

Than I have nam'd! The baftard Faulccnbridge 

Is now in £??^/an</, ranfacking the church, 
OflFending charity. If but twelve French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call 
To train ten thoufand Englijh to their fide ^ 

Or, 
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Or, as a little fnow, tumbled about. 
Anon becomes a mountain. Noble Dauphin; 
Go with me to the King: 'tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their difcontent. 
Now that their fouls are top-full of ofFence, 
For England go ; I will whet on the King. 

Lewis, Strong reafon makes ftrong adions : let us 
go; 
If you fay ay^ the King will not fay no> [Exeunt. 



A C T IV. S C E N E I-. j| 

Changes to ENGLAND. | 

A PRISON. 
Enter Hubert and Executioners. 

Hubert. I 

H£ A T me thefe irons hot, and, look, thou fiand ' 

Within the arras ; when I flrike my foot 
Upon the bofom of the ground, ru(h forth ; \ 

And bind the boy, which you fhall find with ipe, 
Faft to the chair; be heedful; hence, and watch. 
Exe. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 
Hub. Uncleanly fcruples I fear not you : look to't.- 
Young lad, come forth; I have to fay with you. 

Enter Arthur. : 

Atth. Good-morro'Wj Hubert, \\ 

Hub. Good-morrow, little prince. j 

Arth. As little prince (having fo great a title f 

To be more prince) as may be. You are fad. \ 

Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier. ^ 

Arth, Mercy on me! * 

Methinks, no body (hould be fad but I ; / 

Yet i 
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Yet I remember when I was in France^ 

Young gentlemen would be as fad as night. 

Only for wantonnefs. By ray chriftendom. 

So were I out of prifon, and kept iheep, 

I fliould be merry as the day is long. 

And fo I would be here, but that, I doubt. 

My uncle praftifes more harm to me. 

He is afraid of me, and I of him. 

Is it my fault, that I was Geffrefs fon? 

Indeed, it is not; and I would to heav'n, , 

I were your fon, fo you would love me, Hubert. 

Huh. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead ; 
Therefore I will be fudden, and difpatch. [Afide. 

Arth, Are you fick, Hubert? you look pale to day; 
In foo^h, I wou'd, you were a little frck; 
That I might (it all night and watch with you. 
Alas, I love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His words do take pofleiGon of my bofom. 

Read here, young Arthur [Shewing a paper. 

How now, foolilh rheum, [Afide. , 

Turning dif-piteous nature out of door! 
I muft be brief, left refolution drop 

Out at mine eyes in tender womanifh tears. 

Can you not read it? is it not fair writ ? 

Arth. Too fairly, Hubert^ for fo foul efiFeft. 
Muft you with irons burn out both mine eyes ? 

Hub: Young boy, I muft. 

Arth. And will vou? 

Hub. And I will. 

Arth. Have you the heart? when your head did 
but ake, 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows; 
(The beft I had, a princefs wrought it me) 
And I did never afk it you again ; 
And with my hand at midnight held your heid; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour. 
Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time, 

Saying, 
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Saying, wh^t lack you? and where lies. your grief? 

Or what good love may I perform for you ? 

Many a poor man's fon would have lain ftill, 

And ne'er have fpoke a loving word to you ; 

But you at your fick fervice had a prince. 

Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love, . 

And call it cunniiig. Do, an if you will : 

If heav'n bepleas'd that yau muft ufe nije ill. 

Why then, you muft — Will you put out mine eyes? 

Thefe eyes, th^t never did, nor never Iball, 

So much as frown on you. 

Hub. I've fwoin to do it; . 
And vfiik hot irons muft I burn them <hU.{ 

Artk. Ah, none but in this irpn age, wpuld do it. 
The iron of itfelf, tho' heat r^-hot. 
Approaching near thefe eyes, would drink rAy tcajs. 
And quench its fiery indignation. 
Even in the matter, of mine innocence: 
Nay, after that, confume away^in ruft. 
But for containing fire to hfirnj^min^ eye. ; 
Are you more ftubborn-hard, than hammer 4 'iron.? 
Oh ! if an Aujgel fliould have qome to me. 
And told me, Hubert fhould put out mine eyes, 
I would not hive bcliev'd him : no tongue, but Hu- , 
berth's. 

Hub. Come forth; do, as I bid you. ^ 

[Stamps^ and the men enUr, \ 

Arth. O fave me, Hubert^ fave.me ! my eyes are.out, f' 
Ev'n with the fierce looks of thefe bloody jnen. ' 

Hub. Give me the iron, I fay, and bind him here. 

Arth. Alas, what need you be fo boift'rous-rough? 
I will not ftruggle, I will ftand ftone-ftiil. 
For heav'ns fake, Hubert, let me not.be bound. 
Nay, hear me, Hvbert., drive thefe men away. 
And I will fit as quiet ^js .a lam^b. 
I will npt .ftir, nor wince, nor fpeak a Wjord, 
Nor look uponthe iron angrily: ^ llj 
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Thruft but thcCe tncn away, and lUl forgive you. 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hub, Go, ftand within ; let me alone with him. 
Epcc. I am beft pleas'd to be from fuch a deed. 

[ExeunL 
Arth. Alas, I then have cliid away my friead ; 
He hath a ftern look, but a gentle heart; 
Let him come back, that his compaflion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub, Come, boy, prepare yourCelf. 
Arth. Is there no remedy? 
Hub. None, but to lofe yo»T eyes. 
Arth. O heav'n ! that there were but a moth ii^ 
yours, 
A grain^ a duft, a gnat, a wandring hair. 
Any annoyance in that precious ienfe: 
Then, feeling what fmall things are boiftiroufS there. 
Your vile in<tent muft needs feem horrible. 

Hub. Is this your promife? go to, hold your 

tongue. 

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Mttft needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue : let me not, Hubert; 
Or, Hubert^ if you will, cut out my tongue. 
So I may keep mine eyes. O fpare mine eyes ! 
Though to no ufe, but ftill to look on you. 
Lo, by my troth, the inftrument is cold, . ' 
And would not harm. me. 
Hub. I can heat it, boy. 

Arth. No, in goodfooth, the fire is dead with' grief, 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd 
In undeferv'd extremes; fee elfe youtfelf. 
There is no malice in this burning coal ; 
The breath of heav'n hath blown its Ipirit <yut, , 
And flrew Id repentant aflies on itshead.^ 

Hub. But withimy breath 1 can .revive it, {boy. 
Arth. And if you do, you will but make it blufli, 
Aadiglpw with iha;meof your proceedings, Hubert: 

Nay, 
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Pemb^ Then I^ as one that am the tongue of thcfe. 
To found the purpoCes of all their hearts, 
(Both for myfelf and them ; but chief of all, 
Your fafety ; for the which, myfelf and they 
Bend their beft ftudies ;) heartily requeft 
The infranchifement oi Arthur; whofe reftraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of difcontent 
To break into this dangerous argument ; 
If what in reft you have, in right you hold. 
Why fliou'd your fears, (which, as they fay, attend 
The fteps of wrong) then move you to mew up 
Your tender kinfman, and to choke his days 
With barb' rous ignorance, and deny his youth. 
The rich advantage of good exercife? 
That th^ time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occafions, let it be our fuit. 
That you have bid us alk.his liberty; 
Which for our good we do no further alk.. 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending. 
Counts it your weal, that he have liberty. 

Enter Hubert. 

K. "John, Let it be fo; I do commit his youth 
To your dircdion. Hubert^ what news with you ? 

Temh. This is the man, fliould do the bloody deed: 
He fhew'd his warrant to a friend of mine. 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye ; that clofe afpeft of his 
Does (hev/ the mood oi" a much-troubled breaft. 
And I do fearfully believe 'tis done, 
What we fo fcar'd he had a charge to do. 

SaL The colouj* of the King doth qppae and go,. 
Between his purpofe and his.confcience. 
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles fentf 
His pafTionis fo ripe it needs muft break. 

Femh, And when it breaks, I fcar^ will iffue^ the nee 
The foul corruption of a fweet child's death. 

K. John. We cannot hpld mortality's flrong hand, r 

Good 
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Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
The fuit which you demand is gone, and dead. 
He tells us, Arthur is deceased to night. 

SaL Indeed, we fear'd, his (icknefs was paft cure* 

Pemb. Indeed, we heard how hear his death he was, 
Before the child himfelf felt he was Gck. 
This muft be anfvyer'd, either here, or hence. 

K- John, Why do you bend fuch folemn brows on 
rtie? 
Think you, I bear the (hears of deftiny ? 
Have I commandment on the pulfe of life ? 

Sal. It is apparent foul-play, and 'tis Ihame' 
That greatncfs ftiould fo grofly offer it : 
So thrive it in your game, and fo farewel ! 

Pemb. Stay yet, lord Salijbury^ VU go with thee, 
And find th' inheritance of this poor child, 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood, which own'd the breadth of all this ifle, 
Three foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while .' 
This muft not be thus borne; this will break opt 
To all our forrows, and ere long, I doubt. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter a Meffenger. 
K. Jo/in.'^p'H E Y burn in indignation ; I repent. 
JL There is no fure foundation fet on 
blood ; 
No certain life atchiev'd by other's death — [Afide. 
A fearful eye thou haft; where is that blood, 

[To the Mejffinger. 
That I have feen inhabit thofe cheeks? 
So foul a Iky clears not without a ftorm; 
Pout down thy weather: how goes all in France? 

Mef. From France to England never fuch a power, 
For any foreign preparation. 
Was levy'd in th^e body of a land. 
The copy of your fpeed is learn'd by them : 

L a For 
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For when you fliould be told, they do prepare. 
The tidings come, that they are all arrived. 

K.John. O, where hath ourintelijgence been drunk? 
Where hath it flept? where is my mother's care?. 
That fuch an army fliould be drawn in France^ 
And ftie not hear of it ? 

Mef, My Liege, her ear 
Is ftopt with dull: the firft of April, dy'd 
Your noble mother; and, as I hear, my lord. 
The lady Confiance in a frenzy dy'd 
Three days before : but this from rumour's tongue 
I idly heard; if true or falfe, I know not. 

K. John. With-hold thy fpeed, dreadful oceafion ! 

make a league with me, till I have pleased 
My difcontented peers. What! mother dead? 
How wildly then walks my eftate in France ? 
Under whofe conduft came thofe pow'rs of France^ 
That, thou for truth giv'ft out, are landed here ? 

Mef' Under the Dauphin. 

Enter Faulconbridge, and Peter (7/*Pomfret. 

K. John. Thou haft made me giddy 
With thefe ill tidings. Now, what fays the world'' 
To your proceedings ? Do not feck to fluff 
My head with more ill news, for it is fulK 

Faul. But if you be afraid to hear the worft. 
Then let the worft unheard fall on your head. 

K. John. Bearwith me, Coufin; for I was amaz'd 
Under the tide; but now I breath again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue, fpeak it of what it will. 

Faul. How I have fpcd among the clergymen, 
The furas I have colleded fliall exprefs. 
But as I traveird hither thro' the land, . 

1 find the people ftrangely fantafied; 
Pofleft with rumours, full of idle dreams; 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 
And here's a Prophet that I brought with mc 

From 
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From forth the flreets of Pomfret^ whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels : 
To whom he fung in rude harfh- founding rhimes, 
That, ere the next Afcehjion-day at noon, 
YourHighnefs (hould deliver up your crown. 

K. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didft thou 
fo? 

PeUr, Fortf-knowing, that the truth will fall out fo. 

K,jQhn. Hubert, away with him, imprifon him, 
And on that day at noon, whereon he fays 
I fliall yield up my crown, let him be hang'd. . " 
Deliver him to fafety, and return. 

For I muft ufe thee.- O my gentle coufin, 

[Exit Hubert, with Peter. 
Hear'ft thou the news abroad, who are arrived ? 

Foul. >ThQ French^ my Lord; men's mouths are full 
of it: 
Bcfides, I met lord Bigot and lord Salt/bury, 
With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire, 
And others more, going to feek the grave 
Of Arthur, ^vho, they fay, is kill'd to-night 
On your fuggcftion. 

K. John. Gentle kinfman, go 
And thruft thyfelf into their company : 
I have a way to win their loves again : 
Bring them before me. 

FauL I will feek them out. [before, 

K. JoAn.Nay, but make hafte: the better foot 
O, let me have no fubjeft enemies, 
When adverfe foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of ftout invafion. 
Be Mercury., fet feathers to thy heels ; 
And fly, like thought, from them to me again. 

FauL The fpirit of the time fliall teach me fpeed. • 

• [Exit. 

K.John* Spoke like a fprightful noble gentleman* 
Go after him; for he, perhaps, ftiall need 
Some meflenger betwixt me and the Peers; 
And be thou he. Mef. 
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Mef. With all heart, my Liege. [Exit, 

K. John. My mother dead ! 

^ : SCENE IV. 

Enter Hubert. 
Huh. Ti J" Y lord, they fay, five moons were ktrx to 

IVA night: 

Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wond*rous motion. 

K. John. Five moons ? 

Huh. Old men and beldams, in the ftreets, 
Do prophefy upon it dangeroufly : 
Young Arthurh death is common in their mouths; 
And, when they talk of him, they fliakc their heads. 
And whifper one -another in the ear. 
And he, that ifpeaks; doth gripe the bearer's wrift, 
Whilft he, that hears, makes fearful a£lion 
With wrinkled brows, wi^ nods, with rolling eyas. 
I faw a fmith (land with his hammer, thus, 
The whilft his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth fwaltowii>g a taylor's news; 
Who with his fliears and meafure in his hand, 
Standing on flippers, which h^s nimble hafte 
Had falfely thruft upon contrary feet. 
Told of a many thoufand wailike French^ 
That were embatteled and rank'd in Kent. 
Another lean, unwaQi'd artificer 
Cuts oflF his tale, and talks of Arthur's death, [fears ? 

K. John Why feek'ft thou to pofFefs me with thefe 
Why urgeft thou fo oft young Arthurs death ? 
Thy hand hath murdered him: I had a caufe 
To wifh him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him. 

Hub. Had none, my Lord ? why, did you not pro- 
voke me? 

K. John. It is the curfe of Kings, to be attended 
By flaves that take their humous for a warrant. 
To break into the bloody houfe of life: 
And, on the winking of authority, 

To 
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To underfland a law, to know the itieaning, 

Of dang'rous majefty ; when* perchance, it frowns 

More upon humour, than advis'd refpeft. 

Hub. Here is your hand and feal, for what I did. 

K. John, Oh, when the laft account 'twixt heav'n 
and catth 
Is to be made, then Ihall this hand and feal 
Witnefs againft us to damnation. 
How oft the fight of means, to do ill deeds, 
Makes ddeds ill doiie? for hadft not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and fign'd to do a deed of (hame, 
This murder had not come into my mind. 
But taking. note of thy abhorr'd afpeft, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany. 
Apt, liable to be employed in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death. 
And thou, to be endearM to a King, 
Mad'ft it ho confcicncc to deflroy a Prince. 

Hub. My Lord — ^ — 

K. John. Hadift thou but'fhook'thy head, or made 
a paufe. 
When I fpake datkly livhat I purpofed: 
Or turnM an eye of doubt upon my face. 
Or bid me tell my tale in exprcfs words ; 
Deep (hame liad (Iruck tne dumb, made me break 

off, 
And thofe thy fears might have wrought fears in me. 
But thou didft underftand me by my figns. 
And didft in figns again parley with fin; 
Yea, without flop, didft let thy heart coilfent, 
And confequently thy rude hand to ad 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name. — 
Out of my fight, and never fee me morel 
My Nobles leave me, and my ftate is brav'd, 
Ev'n at my gates, with ranks of foreign pow'rs; 
Nay, in the body of this flefhly land, 
This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

L 4 Hoftilily 
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Hoftiiity and civil tumult reigns," 

Between ray confcience, and my coufin's iiealh. 

Hub, Arm you againft your other enemies, 
ril make a peace between your foul and you- 
Young Arthur is alive: this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden, and an innocent hand. 
Not painted with the crimfon fpots of blood. 
Within this bofom never entered yet 
The dreadful motion of a murderer's thought, 
And you have flander'd nature in my form ; 
Which, howfoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind. 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K. John, jyoih Arthur live? O, hafte thee to the 
Pears, 
Throw this report on their incenfc'd rage, 
And make them tame to their ^edience. 
Forgive the comment that my paffion made 
Upon thy feature, for my rage was blind; 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Prefented thee more hideous than thou art. 
Ob, anfwcrnot, but to my clofet bring 
The angry lords with all expedient hafle. 
1 conjure thee but flowly : run more fall. [Exeunt. , 

SCENE V. 

A Street before a Prifon, 
Enter Arthur on the Walis^ difguis^d, 
Aflh. T~^H E wall is high, and yet will I leap down* | 
X Goodground, be pitiful, and hurt me not! I 
There's few or none do know me: if they did'. 
This fliip-boy's femblaricc hath difguis'd me quite. 
I am afraid, and yet Til venture it. 
If I get down, and d6 not break my limbs, 
rU find a thoufand ihifts to get away: 
As good to die, and go ; as die, and flay. [Leaps down. 

Ob 
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Oh me ! my Uncle's fpirit is in thefe ftones : 
Hcav'n take my foul, and England keep my bones ! 

[Dks. 

Enter Pembroke, Salifburyan^ Bigot. 

SaL Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmondjhury ; 
It is our fafety ; and we muft embrace * 

This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Fern. Who brought that letter from the Cardinal ? 

Sal. The Count Mf/un, a noble lordbf iranctf, 
Whole private with me of the Dauphins love 
Is much more gehVal than thefe lines import. 

Bigot. To-morrow niommg let us meet him then. 

SaL Or rather then fet forward, for 'twill be 
Two long days' joufoey, lords, or e'er we meet. 

Enter Faulconbridge, 
FauL Once more to day well met, diftemper'd lords ; 
The King by me requefts your prefence ftrait. 
SaL The King hath difpoffeft himfclf of us ; 
We will not line his thin, beftained cloak 
With our pure honours : nor attend the foot, 
That leaves the print of blood where-e'cft it walks. 
Return, and tell him fo : we know the word. 

FauL What e'er you think, good words, I think, 

were bcft. 
SaL Our griefs, and not our manners, reafon now. 
Faul. But there is little reafon in your grief," 
Therefore, 'twere reafon, you had manners now. 
Pern. Sir, Sir, impatience hath its privilege. 
Faul, 'Tis true, to hurt its matter, no man elfe. 
SaL This is the prifon: what is he lies .here? 

[Seeing Arthur. 
Pern, O death, made proud with pure and princely 
beatuty ! 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 

Sal. Murder, as hating what himfelf hath done, 
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. 

L 5 Bigot. 



226 KING J OHN. 

Bigot. Or when he doom'd this beauty to the grave. 
Found it too precious printely for i grave. 

SaL Sir Richard^ what think you? have you beheld^ 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think, 
Or do you almoft think, ahhoVyou fee. 
What you do fee ? could thought, without this objcd, 
Form fuch another? 'tis the very top, 
The height, the creft, or creft unto the creft 
Of murder's afms ; this is the bloodieft (hame^ 

.The wildeft favagVy, the vileft ftrokci, \ 

That ever wall-eyM wrath, or flaring rages 
Prcfented to the tears of foft remorfe. 

Pem. All murders paft do ftand excused in this ; 
And this fo fole, andfo unmatchable. 
Shall give a holinefs, a purity. 
To the yet-unbegotlen fins of time; 
And prove a deadly blood-lhed but a jeft, 
Exampled by this heinous fpedacle. 

FaiiL It is a damned and a blood work, 
The gracelefs aftion of a heavy hand : 
If that it be the work of any hand. 

SaL If that it be the work of any hand ? 
We had a kind of light, what would enfuc^ i 
It is the fliameful work of Hubert's hand. 
The praftice and the purpofe of the King: 
From whofe obedience I forbid my foul, 
Kneeling before this ruin of fweet life. 
And breathing to this breathlefs excellence 
The incenfe of a vow, a holy vow f 
Never to tatte the pleafures of the world. 
Never to be infeded with delight. 
Nor converfant with eafe arid idlenefs, 
Till 1 have fet a glory to this hand, 
By giving it the worlhip of revenge. 

Bisot \ ^^^ ^°^^^ religioufly confirm thy words. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VI., 

Enter Hubert.' 

Hub, T OR DS, I am hot witTi hafte, in feeking 

1^ you; 
Arthur doth live, the King bath fent for you. 

Sal. Oh, he is bold, and blufhes not at death ; 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 
Hub. I am no villain. 

Sal. Muft I rob the law? [Drawing his Sw$rd. 

Faul. Your fword is bright. Sir, put it up again. 
Sal. Not tilll flieathit in a murd'rers ikin. 
Hub. Stand back, Lord 5a/i/^ry, ftand back, I fay; 
By heav'n, I think, my fword's as (harp as yours. 
I would not have you, Lord, forget yourfelf. 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Left I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatnefs, and nobility. 
Bigot. Out, dunghill ! dar*ft thou brave a Noble'maii? 
Hub. Not for my life; but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againft an Emperor. 
Sal. Thou art a murdVer. 
Hub. Do not prove me fo ; 
Yet, I am none. Whofe tongue fpever fpeaks falfe, 
Not truly (peak; who fpeaks not truly, lies. 
Peril, Cut him to pieces- 
Faul. Keep the peace, I fay. 
SaL Stand by, or I (hall gaul you^ Fanlconhridge. 
Faul. Thou wcrt better gaul the devil, Salijbury. 
If thou but frown on me, or ftir thy foot. 
Or teach thy Jiafty fpleen to do me Ihame, 
rU ftrike thee dead. Put up thy fword betime, 
Or ril fo maul you, and your tofting-iron, 
That you (hall think, the devil is come froiti hell. 

Bigot. What will you do, renowned Fanlconhridge? 
Second a villain, and a murderer ? 
Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none. 

L 6 Bigot. 
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Bigot. Who kill'd this Prince? 

Huh, Tis not an hour fince I J^ft him ivell : 
I honoured him, I iov'd him, and wijl weep 
My date of life out, for his fweet life's lofs. 

Sal. Truft not thofe cunning waters of his eyes. 
For villany is not without fuch a rheum; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it feem 
Like rivers of remorfe and innocence. 
Away with me all you, whofe fouls abhor 
Th' uncleanly favour of a flaughter-h'oufe, 
For I am ftifled with the fmell of fin. " *• ' 

Bigot. Away tow'rd Bury^ to the Dauphin there. 

Tem. There, tell the King, he may enqufre us out. 

[Exeunt Lords. 

SCENE VII. 

Faul.^T TERE^sa good world; know you of this 

L jL fair work ? 
Bi^yond the infinite and boundlefs reach 
Of mercy, (if thou didft this deed of death) 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but bear me. Sir. 

Faui. Ha! Til tell thee what, 

Thou'rt damn'd fo black ^nay, nothing is.fo 

black; 
Thou art more deep damn'd than prince Lucifer. 
There is not yet fo ugly a fiend of hell .^r 
As thou (halt be, if thou didft kill this chilcl. 

Hub. Upon my foul 

Faul. If thou didft but confent 
To this moft cruel aft, do but defpair. 
And if thou vvant'ft a cord, the fraalleft thread, 
That ever fpider twifted from her womb. 
Will llrangie thee ; a rufh will be a beam 
To hang thee on: or would'ft thou drown thyfelf, 
Put but a little water in a fpobn, 
And it fhall be as all the ocean, 

Enough 
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Enough to ftifte fuch a villain up. 
J do fufpcft thee very grievoufly. 

Huh. if I in aft, cotifent, or fin oif thought. 
Be guilty of the ftealing th^t fweet breath. 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me ! 
I left him well. 

Faul, Go, bear him in thine arms. 
I am amaz'd, methinks, and lofe my way 
Among the thorn and dangers of this world. 
How eafy doft thou take all England up! 
From forth this morfel of dead Royalty, 
The life, the right, and truth of all this Realm 
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left 
To tug and fctamble, and to part by th' teeth 
Theun-owed intereft of proud-fwelling State. 
Now for the bare-pickt bdnc of Majeily, 
Doth dogged war briftle his angry crcft; 
* And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace. 
Now Pow'rs from home and difcontents at home 
Meet in one line: and vaft confufion waits 
(As doth a Raven on a fick, fall'n beaft) 
The imminent Decay of wrelled Pomp, 
Now happy he, whofe cloak and cindure can 
Hold out this.tempeft. Bear away the child. 
And follow me with fpced ; Til to the King ; 
A thoufand bufinefles are brief at hand. 
And heav'n itfelf doth frown upon the Land. 

[Exeunt. 
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The Court cj England. 
Enter King John, Pandulph, and Attendants. 

K. J OHN. 

"* H U S I have yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my Glof)\ [Giving the Cronm. 

Fand. 
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Pand. Take again 
From this ray hand, as holding of, the Papc, / 

Your fovereign Greatncfs and Authority, j 

K. John. Now keep your holy ivord ; go meet the 
Trench^ 
And from his Holinefs ufc all your power 
To flop the Marches, 'fore >ve arc inflam'^d. 
Our difcontented Counties do revolt; - 

Our people quarrel with ob^^iience; 
Swearing allegiance', and thelove.of fotij. 
To ftranger blood, to foreign Rpyalty ; . 
This inundation of miftcnaper'd humour 
Refts by you only to be qualify'd. 
Then paufe not ; fot the prefent time's fo fick. 
That prefent medicine rauft be miniftred, \ 

Or Overthrow incurable infues. ,. , 1 

Pand. It was my breath tl^t blew-thistempeft up^^^ 
Upon your flubbom ufage.of the Pope; 
But fince you are a gentle convertite,; 
My tongue (hall hufh again this ftonnof war; , ': 

And make fair weather in your bluirring Laud. j 

On this Afcenfiondaj^ remember well, ' 

Upon your oath of fervice to the Papci,, 
Go I to make the French lay down their arms, [pxii, 

K. John, Is this Ajctnfion-dayl did not the Prophet^ ' 

Say, that before Afcenji on-day at noon 
My Crown Ifhould give off? even f o I have : 
I did fuppofe, it (hould be on conftraint ; 
But, heav-n be thank' d, it is but voluntary. 

£n/^r Faulconbridge. ^ . 

Faul. All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds . 

out ^ 

But Dover-Cajlle: Lo?idon hKth receiv'd, 
Like a kind hoft, the Dauphin and his Powers. 
Your Nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To ofi'er fervice to your enemy; 

And wild amazement hurwes up and down \ 

The little number of your doubtful friends. i 

K.John. 
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K. Jvhn. Would not my lords return to me again 
After they heard, y6ung Arthur was alive? 

Faul, They found him dead, and caft into the 
ftrects. 
An empty calket, where the jewel, life. 
By fome damn'd hand was rbbb'd and ta'e.n away. 

K. jfohn. That villain Hubert told me, he did live. 

FauL So on my foul he did, for aught he knew: 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you fad ? 
Be great in aS, as you liave been in thought : 
Let not the world fee fear and fad diftruft 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye: 
Be ftirring as the time ; be fire with fire; 
Threaten the threatner, and out-face the brow 
Of bragging horror: fo (hall inferior eyes. 
That borrow their behaviours from the Great, 
Grow great by your example ; and put on 
The daunilefs fpirit of refblution. 
Away, and glifter like the God of war. 
When he intendeth to become the field; 
Shew boldnefs and afpiring confidence. 
What, fhall they feek the Lion in his den, 
And fright him there ? and make him tremble there ? 
Oh, let it "not be faid ! Forage, and run 
To meet difpleafure farther from the doors; 
And grapple with him, ere he come fo nigh. 

K. John. The Legate of the Pope hath been with 
me, 
And I have made a happy peace with him; 
And he hath promised to difmifs the Powers 
Led by the Dauphin, 

I'auL Oh inglorious league ! 
Shall we, upon the footing of our Land, 
Send fair-play-orders, and make compromife, ■ 
Infinuation, parley, and bafe truce, 
To arms invafive ? (hall a beardlefs boy, 
A cocker'd, filken. Wanton braVe outfields, 
And flefti his fpirit in a warlike foil, 

^ Mocking 
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Mocking the air with Colours idly fpread. 
And fihd no check ? let us, my Liege, to.anns: 
Perchance, the Cardinal can't make your peace ; ' 
Or if he do, let it at lead be faid. 
They faw, we had a purpofe of defence. 

K. John. Have thou the ordering of this prefcnt 
time. 

FauL Away then, with good courage; yet, I 
know. 
Our Party may Well meet a prouder foe. [Exeunim 

SCENE II. 

Changes to the Dauphin'i Carrip, 

Enter^ in arms^ Lewis, Salifbury, Melun, Pembroke, 

Bigot, and Soldiers. 
Lewis. TVyTY lord Melun, let this be copied out, 

iVX And keep it fafe for our remembrance : 
Return the prefident to thefe lords again. 
That having our fair order written down, 
Both they and we, perufing o'er thefe notes. 
May know wherefore we took the Sacrament; 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal, Upon our fides it never fliall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we fwear 
A voluntary zeal and un-urg'd faith 
To your proceedings ; yet believe mc. Prince, 
I am not glad that fuch a Sore of time 
Should feek a plaifter by contemn'd revolt.; 
And heal th' inveterate canker of one wound, 
By making many. Oh, it grieves my foul. 
That 1 muft draw this metal from my fide 
To be a widow-maker : oh, and there. 
Where honourable'refcue, and defence, 
Cries out upon the name o^ Salijhury, 
But fuch is the infedion of the time. 
That, for the health and phyfic of our Right, 

We 
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We cannot deal but with the very hand 

Of ftern injuftice, and confufed wrong. 

And is't not pity, oh, my grieved friends ! 

That we the fons and children of this Ifle, 

Were born to fee fo fad an hour as this. 

Wherein we ftep after a flranger March 

Upon her gentle bofom, and fill up 

Her enemies ranks ? (Imuft withdraw and weep 

Upon the Spot of this enforced caufe ;) 

To grace the gentry of a Land remote, 

And follow unacquainted Colours here ? 

What, here ? O nation, that thou could'ft rtmove ! 

That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about, 

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyfclf. 

And grapple thee unto a Pagan fhore ! 

Where thefti two chriftian armies might combine 

The blood of malice in a vein of lea^gue, 

And ngt to fpend it lb un-neighbourly. 

Lewis, A noble temper doft thou fliew in this ; 
And great affeftion, wreftling.in thy bofom, 
Doth make an earthquake of Nobility. 
Oh, what a noble combat haft thou fought. 
Between compuHion, and a brave refped ! ; 

Let me wipe off this honourable dew. 
That filverly doth progrefs on thy cheeks. 
My heart hath melted at a lady's tears. 
Being an ordinary inundation : 
But this effufion of fuch manly drops. 
This fliow'r, blown up by tempeft of the foul. 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd, 
Tban had I feen the vanity top of heaven 
Figured quite o'er with burning meteors. 
Lift up thy brow, renowned Salijburj^ 
And with a great heart heave away this florm. 
Commend thefe waters to thofe baby-eyes, 
That never faw the giant world enrag'd ; 
Nor met with fortune, other than at feafts, 
Full warm of blood, of mirtb^ of gofiipping. 

Come 
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Come, come; for thou flialt thruft thy hand as deep 
Into the purfe of rich profperity, 
As Lewis himfelf ; fo. Nobles, fhall you all, 
That knit your finews to the flrength of mine. 

SCENE in. 

Enter Pandulph. 

And even there, methinks, an angel fpeeds ; 
Look, where the holy legate comes apace. 
To give*us warrant from the hand of heav'h, 
And on our afllons fet the name of Right 
With holy breath. 

Pand. Hail, noble Prince of France ! 
The next is this : King John halh reconcil'd 
Himfelf to Rome; his fpirit is came in, 
That fo flood out againft the holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and See oiRome. 
Therefore thy threatnihg Colours now wind tip, 
And tame the favage fpirit of ^Jvild war; 
That, like a Lion fofter*d up at hand. 
It may lie gently at the foot of peace: 
And be no further harmful than in (hew. 

Lewis, Your Grace Ihall pardon me, I will not 
back: 
I am too high-born to be propertied. 
To be a fecondary at controul; 
Orufeful ferving-man, and inftrument. 
To any fovereign State throughout the world. 
Your breath firit kindled the dead coal of war, 
Between this chaflis'd Kingdom and myfelf ; 
And brought in matter, thatfliould feed this fire. 
And no\v 'tis far too huge to be blown out. 
With that fame ^eak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of Right, 
Acquainted me with intVefl to this Land; 
Yea, thrufi this enterprize into my heart : 

And 
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And come ye now, to tell mtjohn hath made 

His peace with Rome? what is that peace to me? 

I, by the honour of my marriage-bed, 

After young Arthur^ claim this Land for mine : 

And now it is half-conquer'd, muft I back, 

Becaufe that Jahn hith made his peace with Rome? 

Am I Rome's (lave? what penny hath Rome borne, 

What men provided, what munition fent, 

To under-prop this- aSion ? is't not I, 

That undergo this charge ? who elfe but I, 

And fuch as to my Claim are liable. 

Sweat in this bufinefs, and maintain this war ? 

Have I not heard ihefe iflanders ftiout out, 

VixJe U Roy! as 1 have bank'd their towns ? 

Have I not here the beft cards for the game. 

To win this eafy match, play'd for a Crown ? 

And flialll now give o'er the yielded Set ? 

No, on ray foal, it never &aJl be faid. 

Pand, You look but on the outfide of this work. 
i^ewis. Outfide or infidc, I will not rfjturn. 

Till my attempt fo much be glorified. 

As to my ample hope was promifed, 

Before I drew this gallant head of war ; 

And cuird thefe fiery fpirits from the world, 

To outlook Oonqueil, and to win Renown 

Ev'n in the jaws of danger, and of death. 

[Trumpet founds. 

What lufty trumpet thits doth fummon us ? 

s c E N E IV. 

Enter Faulconbridge, 

AC C ORDING to the fair Play of the 
world, 

Let me have audience : I am fent to fpeak. 
My holy lord of Milain^ from the King : 
I come, to learn bow you have dealt for him : 

And 
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And as you anfwcr, I do koow the fcope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand, The Dauphin is too %vilful-oppoGtc» 
And will not temporize with my entreaties: 
He flatly fays, he'll not lay domi his arms- ^ 

Faul, By all the blood that ever fury breatbM, 
The Youth fays well. Now hear our Engli/h King ; 
For thus his Royalty doth' fpeak in mc : 
He is prepar'd ; and reafon loo, he (hould. 
This apilh and unmannc 'ly approach. 
This harnefs'd made., ana unadvifed revel. 
This unheard faucinefs and boyilh troops. 
The King doth fmilc at 5 and is well-prepar'd 
To whip this dwarfilh war, thefe pigmy arms. 
From out ihe circle of his Territories. 
That hand which had the ftrcngth, ev'nat your door. 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch; 
To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells ; 
To crouch in litter of your ftable-planks. 
To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chefts and trunks ; 
To herd with fwine ; to feek fweet fafety out. 
In vaults and prifons; and to thrill, and fliake, 
Ev'n at the crying of our nation's Crow, 
Thinking his voice an armed Engli/h man ; 
Shall that vidorious hand be feebled here. 
That in your chambers gave you chaftifement? 
No ; know, the gallant Monarch is in arms ;r 
And like an Eagle o'er his Aicry tow'rs. 
To foufe annoiance that comes near his neft. 
And you degenVatc, you ingrate Revolts, 
You bloody JVVro's, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, blufli for Ihame. 
For your own ladies, and pale-vifag'd maids. 
Like Amazons^ come tripping after drums ; 
Their Thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Needles to Lances, and their gentle Hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Lewis. There end thy Brave, and turn thy face in 
peace : We 



XING JOHN. 537 

We grant, thou canft out-fcold us; fare thee well : 
"We hold our time too precious to be fpent 
With fuch a babler. ** 

Pand, Give me leave to fpeak, 

FauL No, I -will fpeak. 

Leiois, We wiW attend to neither 2 
Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our int'reft, and our being here. 

FauL Indeed, ypur drums, being beaten, will cry 
out; 
And to fliall you, being beaten; do but flart 
An Echo with the clamour of thy drum. 
And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd. 
That (hall reverberate all as loud as thine. 
Sound but another, and another (hall. 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin s ear. 
And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder. For at hand 
(Not trufting to this halting Legate here. 
Whom he hath us'd rather for fport, than nieed) 
Is warlike J(^^n; and in his forehead fits 
A bare-ribb'd death ; whofe office is this day 
To feaft upon whole thoufands of the French, 

Lewis. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 

• FauL. And thou Ihall find it, Dauphin^ do not 
doubt. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to a Field of Battle. 

Alarms. Enter King John and Hubert 

K.John. Y TOW goes the day with us? oh, tell me, 
jn Hubert. 
Hub, Badly, I fear; how fares your Majefty ? 
K. John. This fever, that hath troubled mc fo 
long, 
Lies heavy on me ; oh, my heart is fick ! 

Enter 
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Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef, My lord, your valiant kinfman, Taulcofobridge^ 
Defires your Majcfty to leave the field; 
And fend him word by me which way you go. 

K. 'John. Tell him, tow'rd Swinjiead^ to the Abbey, 
there. 

Mef, Be of good Comfort: for the great Supply, 
That was expcSed by the Dauphin here. 
Are wreck'd three nights ago on Gorftyin fands. 
This news was brought to Richard but ev'n now ; 
The French fight coldly, and retire thcmfelvcs* 

K. 'John. Ah me I this tyrant feaver burns me up. 
And will not let me welcome this good news. . 
Set on tovf\d Swiiiflead ; to ray Litter ftrait; 
Weaknefs pofleffeth me, and I am faint* [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to the French Camp. 

Enter Salifbury, Pembroke and Bigot. 

Sal. T Did not think the King fo ftor'd with friends. 
X Pemb. Up once again ; put fpirit in the French : 
If they raifcarry, we mifcarry too. 

Sal. That mif-begotten devil, Fanlconhridge^ 
In fpight of fpight, alone upholds the day. 

Fernb. They fay, King John^ fore fick, hath left the 
field. 

Enta Melun, wounded. 

Melun. Lead me to the Revolts of England here. 

Sal. When we were happy, weiiad other names. 

Femb. It is the Count Melun. 

Sal. Wounded to death. • 

Melun. Fly, noble Engiyji, you are bought and fold; 
Unthread the rude eye of Rebellion, 
And welcome home again difcarded faith. 

Seek 
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Seek out King John, and fall before his feet : 
For if the French be lords of this loud day. 
He means to recompence the paitis you take. 
By cutting off your beads; thus hath he fworn. 
And I with him^ and many mare with me. 
Upon the altar at St. Edmonjbury; 
Ev'n on that altar, where we fwore to you 
Dear amity and everlafting love. 

Sal. May this be polTible ! may this be true! 

Melun. Have I not hideous death within my view? 
Retaining but a quantity o£ life, 
Which bleeds away, cv'n as a form of wax 
Refolveth from its figure 'gainft the fire? 
What in the world fhould make me now deceive. 
Since I rauft lofe the ufe of all deceit? 
Why Qiould I then be falfe, iince it is true. 
That I mufl die here, and live hence by truth ? 
I fay again, if Lewis do win the day. 
He is forfworn, if e'er thofe eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the eaft. 
But ev'n this night, whofe black contagious-breath 
Already fraokes about the burning creft 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied fun, 
Ev'n this ill night, your breathing fhall expire ; 
Paying the fine of rated treachery, 
Ev'n with a treacherous fine of all your lives. 
If Lewis by your affiflance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King ; 
The love of him, and this refpeft befides, 
(For that my grandfire was an Englj/Iiman,) 
Awakes my confcience to confefs all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the field ; 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace ; and part this body and my foul. 
With contemplation, and devout defires. 

Sal. We do believe thee, and befhrew mv foul 
But I do love the favour and the form 

Of 
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Of this moft fair occafion, by the which 

We will untread the fteps of damned flight; 

And*, like a bated and retired flood, 

Leaving our ranknefs and irregular courfe, 

Stoop low within thofe bounds, we have o'er-look'd; 

And calmly run on in obedience 

Ev'n to our ocean, to our great King John. 

My arm fliall give thee help to bear thee hence. 

For I do.fee the cruel pangs of death 

Pight in thine eye. Away, my friends ; new flight ; 

And happy newnefs, that intends old right I 

[Exeunt^ leading qff'Mtlun. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to a different part of the French Camp, 

Enter Lewis, and his Train, 

Lewis. nr^HE fun of heav'n, methought, was loth 

A to fct. 
But ftaid, and made the weftern welkin blufli ; 
When th'£n|^/^meafur'd backward their owp ground 
In faint retire : oh, bravely came we off, 
When witli a volley of our needlefs ftiot. 
After fuch bloody toil, we bid good night; 
And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up, 
Laft in the field, and almoft lords of it I 

Enter a MiJiftnger. 

Mef. Where is my prince, the Dauphin ? 
Lewis. Here ; what news ? 
" Mef. The count Melun is flain; the Engli/hloTd& 
By his perfuafion are again falTn off; 
And your fupply, which you have wifli'd fo long. 
Are caft away, and funk on Godwin fands. 

Lewis. Ah foul, fhrevvd, news! Beflircw thy very 
« heart, 

I 
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I did not thikk to be fad to nigbt^ 
As this hath made me. Who was he, that faid, 
King John did fly, an hour or two before , 
The ftumbling night did part our weary powers ? 

Mef, Who ever fpoke it, it is true, my lord. 

Liwis, Well ; keep good quarter, and good care 
to night ; . 
The day Ihall not be up fo foon as I, 
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow, [Exeunt 

SCENE VIII. 

An open Place in the Neighbourhood of Swinftead Abbey, 

Enter Faulconbridge, and Hubert^ fever ally. 

Hub. T XT' HO's there? fpeak, ho ! fpeak quickly^ 
V V or I fhoot. 

FauL A friend. What art thou? 

Hub, Of the part of England, 

Paul, And whither doft thou go? 

Hub. What's that to thee ? 
Why may not I demand of tl^ine aflFairs, 
As well as thou of mine? 

Paul, Hubert^ I think. 

Hub, Thou haft a perfeA thought : 
I will upon all hazards well believe 
- Thou art my friend, that kuow'ft my tongue fo well : 
Who art thou ? . 

Faul. Wjio thou wilt; and, if thou pleafe. 
Thou may'ft be-frien4 xnt fo much, as to think, 
1 come one way of the Plantagenets, 

Hub. Unkind remembrance! * thou and cyelefs 
night 
Have done me fliame;, brave foldicr, pardon me, 
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue. 
Should 'fcape the true :acquaintance of mine ear 

» — ^ ihou and cndlefs nigM^ We fliould read, eyele/s. So Pin- 
dar calls the Moon, the Eye of Night. 

Vol. IV. M Faul. 
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Fatd, Come, corner Jans ' compliment^ what n«ws 
abroad? 

Hub. Why here walk I, in thebhckbtow of night. 
To find you out. 

FauL Brief then : and what's the news ? 
' Hub. O my fweet Sir, Hfews fitting to the nrght ; 
Blacky fearful, comfortlcfs, and horrfbk. 

Favl. Shew me the "very wo'uihd of this ill news, 
1 am no woman, ril not fwoon at if . * 

Hub. The King, I fear, is poifon'd by a Monk : 
I left him almoil fpeechkfs^ and broke out 
^acquaint you with this evil; that you might 
The better arm you to the fihliien ^ime. 
Than if you had at leifure known of thi«. 

Faul: How did he take it? who did tafte to him? 

Huh. A monk, I tell you ; a refolved Villain, 
Whofe bowels fuddenly t>urft ont; the Kihg 
Yet fpeaks; and, pctadvchture, may recover. 

Faul. Who didft thou leave to tend his Majefty ? 

Hw&. Why, know jou not? the lords are all Come 
back, ' 

And brought Prince' W<?nry in their company,; 
At whofe requeft the King hath pardon-d them. 
And they are all about his Majefty. 

FauL Wiih-hold thine indignation, mighty heav'ni 
And tempt us not to bear above our power, 
ril tell thee, Hnbtrt, balftny ^ow'ts this night, 
Pafling thefe flats, are taken by the tide; . 
Thefe Ltwco/n-wafhes have'devburefd them ; 
Myfelf, well mounted, hiirdl-j^ hiivb'fefcaped. ' 
Away, before : conduft me to'the King ; 
1 doubt, he will be dead, or e'er 1 corhe. [E?ceunt. 

S C E N E IX. 

Changes to the Or^hnrd m Sw<<nft«ad Abbey.- 
Enter Prince Henry, SaIifb6Yy* hrdd Bigot. 
Henry, TT is too late ; the life oi all his blood 

ils touch'd corruptibly 5 -and his pure brain, 

(Which 
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(Which, fomefuppofe, the fouFs frail dwelling houfe,) 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretel the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pemb. His highnefs y«t doth fpeak, and holds 
belief, . 
That, being brought into the open air. 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poifon, which affaileth liim. 

Henry. Lc^ him be brought into the orchard here ; 
Doth he ftill -rage ? 

P^tnb. He is more patient. 
Than when you left him ; even now he fung. 

Henry, O vanity of ficknefs ! fierce extremes 
In their continuance will not feel themfelves. 
Death having prey'd upon their outward parts. 
Leaves them infenfibU; his fiege is now, 
Againft the mind; the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of ftrange fantafies ; . 
Which, in their throng, and prefs to that laft hold. 
Confound themfelves. 'Tis ftrange that death Ihould 
fitig: 

I am ih.e cygnet to this pale, faint fwan. 
Who cbaunts a doleful hymn to his own death;. 
And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, fings 
His foul and body to their lading reft. 

SaL Be of good comfort. Prince; for you are born 
To fet a form upon that indigefi, 
AVhich he hath left fo fhapelefs and fo rude. 

King John brought in, 

K. John. Ay, marry, now my foul hath elbow>room ; 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is fo hot a fummer in my bofom. 
That all my bowels crumble up to duft: 
I am a fcribbled form drawn with a pen 

M 2 Upon 
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Upon a parchment, and againft this fire 
Do I flirink up. 

Henry, How fares your Majefiy ? 

K.John. Poifon'd, ill fare ! dead, forfook, caft oflF; 
And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thruft his icy fingers in my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courfe 
Through my burnM bofom : nor intreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kifs my parched lips. 
And comfort me with cold. I a(k not much, 
I beg cold comfort ; and you are fo flrait, 
And fo ungrateful, you deny me that. 

Henry. Oh, that there were fome virtue in my tears, 
That might relieve you ! 

K. JoAn. The fait of them is hot. 
Within me is a hell; and there the poifon 
Is, as a fiend, confined to tyrannize 
On unreprievable, condemned blood. 

SCENE X. 

Enter Faulconbridge. 

Faul. /^H ! I am fcalded with my violent motion, 
V^ And fpleen of fpeed to fee your Majefly. 

K .John. Oh ! coufin, thou art come to fetmine eye: 
The tackle of my heart is crackt and burnt ; 
And all theflirowds, wherewith my life (hall fail. 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one poor firing to ftay it by. 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 
And then all this thou feeft, is but a clod. 
And module of confounded royalty. 

Faul. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward. 
Where, heav'n he knows, how we fhall anfwer him. 
For, in a night, the beft part of my power. 
As I upon advantage did remove, 
Were in the wafties, all unwarily. 
Devoured by the unexpefted flood. [The King dies. 
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Sal. You breathe thefe de ad hews in as dead an ear: 

Kly Lieg^ I my Lord ! but now a King 

now thus. 

Henry.*Ev''n fo muft I run on, and ev'n fo flop. ' 
What furety of the world, what hope, what ftay. 
When this was now a King, and now is clay ? 

Paul. Art thou gone fo? I do but ftay behind. 
To do the office for thee of revenge: 
And then my foul (hall wait on thee to heav'n, 
As it on earth hath been tbyfervant ftill. 
Nows now^ youftai^, that move in your bright fpheres, 
Wherebc your powers? (hew now your mended faiths. 
And itlflantly return with me again^ 
To pufh deftruftion and perpetual ftiame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land: 
Strait let us feek, or ftrait we fliall be fought; 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal, It feems you know not then fo.much as we: 
The Cardinal Pandidph is within at reft. 
Who half an hour fince came fromthe Dauphin; 
And brings from him fuch offers of our peace. 
As we with honour and refpeft may take. 
With purpofe prefently to leave this war. 

FauL He will the rather do it, when he fees 
Ourfelves well (inewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already; 
For many Carriages he hath difpatch'd 
To the fea-fide, and put his Gaufe and Quarrel , 
To the difpofing of the Cardinal: 
With whom yourfelf, myfelf, and other lords. 
If you think meet, this afternoon will poft 
To confummate this bufmefs happily. 

Paul. Let it be fo; and you, my noble Prince, 
With other Princes that maybeft be fparM, 
Shall wait upon your father's Funeral. 

Henry, At Worcefter muft his body be interrM. 
For fo he will'd it. 

M 3 Faul. 
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FauL Thither {hall it then. 
And happily may your fwcet felf paton 
The lineal State, and Glory of the Laud i 
To whom, with all Submiflion on my knee/ 
I do bequeath my faithFul fervices. 
And true fiiijjedion cvtrlaflingiy. 

Sal, And the like tender of our love r^e ihake> 
To reft' without a Spot for evermore* 

Henry. I have a kind foul, that would give you 
thanks, 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Faul, Oh, lei us pay the time but needful woCt 
Since it hath been before- band with onr griefs. 
Thus England never did, nor never (hM^ 
Lie at the proud' foot of a Conqueror, 
But'whea it firft did help to wound hfclf. 
Now thefe her Princes are come home agaiti. 
Come the fhre« corners of the world in ami, 
And we (hall Qiack them I — Notrgbt {hall make us rue, 
If England to kfelf do reft but true. [Exeuni cmms. 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 

KING Richard the Second, 

Duke of'York,' > ^ 

John c/ Gaunt, Dtt^tro/ Lane after, J ^"^^" ta the King. 

Bolingbroke, 5cw /o John, 0/ Gaunt, afterwards King 

. Henry ^/«e Fi;i*r/A. • - 

Aumerle, Son to the Muke of York. 

Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. 

£arl e/"§ali(bury. 

Lord Berkley. 

Bufhy, ) 

Bagot, V Servants to King Rkhard. 

Green, ) 

Harl of Norihumbcrland, . 

Percy, Son to Northumbcrjand, ( Friends to Bolinff- 

*^^^' ( broke: 

WiUoughby, > 

Sir Stephen Scroop, } ^'^^' '^ ^^^^ Richard. 
Fitzwater, '\ 

Surry, f 

Abbot of Weftminflpr, ( ^^^^^ '" '^'^ Parliament. 

Sir Pierce of Extan,' /*■ 

Queen to King Richard. 
Dutchefs of GJoucefter. 
lyutchefs of York. 
Ladies, attending on the Queen, 

Heralds, two Gardiners, Keeper, Mejenger, Groom, 
and other Attendants. 

SCENE, difperfedly, infeveral Park of Enghnd. 

THE 



The LIFE and DEATH of 

KING RICHARD 11. 

ACT I. SCENE L 
The COURT. 

Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other Nobles 
and Attendants. 

King Richard. 

OLD John oH Gaunt^ time-honour''d Lancajler, 
Haft thou, according to thy oath and bond. 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold fon. 
Here to make good the boift'rous late Appeal, 
Which then our leifure would not let us hear, 
Againft the Duke ol Norfolk^ Thomas Mowbray? 
Gaunt. I have, niy Liege. 

K. Rich, Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him, 
* If he appeal the Duke on ancient malice, 
Or worthily, as a good Subjefl fhould. 
On fome known ground of treachery in him? 

Gaunt, As near as I could fift him on that argu- 
ment, 
On fome apparent Danger feen in him 
Aim'd at your Highnefs ; no invet'rate malice. 
K. Rich, Then call them to our prefence; face to 
face, 

^ If he appeal the Duke;'] Appeal^ i, e. call demand, challenge. 
From appillo. Mr. p9pe. 

M5 And 



7^0 King Richard II. 

And fro%vning brow to brow, Oarfelves will hear 
Th' accufcr, and th' accnfed freely fpeak : 
High-AomachM are they Both, and fall of ire; J | 

In rage, deaf as the fea; hafty as fire. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Bolingbroke and Mowbray. 

Bdiug, A >f A ^ many years of happy days befal 

IVX My gracious Sovereign, my moil loving 

Liege ! j 

Mowb, Each day ilill better other's happinefs ; 1 

Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap, I 

Add an immortal title to your Crown ! - I 

K.RicL We thank you both, yet one but flatters U5, 
As well appeareth by the caufe you come; 
Namely, t'appeal each other of high Treafon. 
Confin oH Hereford, wbiit doft thou objeft 
Againft the Duke of Norfolk^ Thomas Mowbray f - j 

Bolin^ Firft (Heaven be the record to my fpeechi) I 
In the devotion of a Subjed's love, 
Tendering the precious fafety of my Prince, 
And free from other mif-begolien hate. 
Come I Appellant to this princely prefence. 
Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee. 
And mark my Greeting well*, for what I' fpeak, 
My body fhall make good upon this earth. 
Or my divine foul anfwer it in heav'n. 
Thou art a traitor and a mifcreant; 
Too good to be fo, and too bad to live; 
Since, the more fair and cryftal is the Sky, 
The uglier feem the Clouds, that in it fly. i 

Once more, the more to aggravate the Note, * 

With a foul Traitor's Name ftuflf I thy throat ; 
And wifh, fo pleafe my Sov' reign, ere I move. 
What my Tongue fpeaks, my Right-dtawn Sv/ord 
may prove. 

Mowb, 
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Mowb. Let not my cold words here acciife xoy zealv 
nris not the trial of a woman's war. 
The bitter clamonr of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate thiscaufe betwixt us twain; 
The blood i& hot, that miufl be cooFd for this. 
Yet can I nbt of fuch tame patience boaft, 
As to be hixiht, and nought at all to fay. 
Firft,the fair Rev Vence of your Highnefs curbs me, 
From giving reins and fpurs to my free fpecch ; 
Which elfe wonld poft, until it had return d 
Thefe terms of Treafon doubled down his throat. 
Setting afide his high blood's Royalty, 
And let him be no kinfman to my Liege^ 
I do defy him, and I fpit at him ; 
Call him a fland'rous coward, and a villain ; 
Which to maintain, I would allow him Ojdds^ 
And meet him, were I ty'd to run a-foot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps^ 
Or any other ground inhabitable. 
Where never Englijkman durft fet his foot. 
Mean time. Jet this defend my Loyalty ; 
By all my hopes, moft falfely doth he lie. 

Boling. Pale trembling Coward ; there I thFow my 
Cage, 
Difclaiming here the kindred of a King, 
And lay afide my high blood « Royalty : 
(Which fear, not rev'rehce, makes ihee to except:) 
If guilty Dread hath left thee fo much flrength, * 
As to take up mine Honour's pawn, then ftoop. 
By that, and all the' rights of Knighthood elfe. 
Will I make good againft thee, arm to arm, 
What I have fpokcn, or thou canfl devife. 

Mowh, I take it up, and by that fword I fvvear, 
Which gently laid my Knighthood on my fhoulder, 
1*11 anfwer thee in any (^ir degree. 
Or chivalrous defign of knightly trial; 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be traitor, or unjuftly fight! 

.M6 }L.Rich. 
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K. Rich, What doth our Coufin lay to Mowbray s 
It muft be great, * that can inherit us [charge ? * 

So much as of a thought of III in him. 

Boling. Look, what 1 faid, my life fliall prove it trne^ f* 
xThat Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thouiand nobles^ • 
In name of lendings for your Highnefs' foldiers. 
The which he hath :detain'd for lewd employments; 
Like a falfe traitor and injurious villain. 
BeGdes, I fay, jlnd will in battle prove. 
Or here, or elfewhere, to the furtheft verge. 
That ever was furvey'd by EngHJh eye ; 
That all the treafons for thcfe eighteen ye^s, 
Gomplotted and contrived in this Land, 
Fetch from falfe Mowbray their firft head and fpring. • 
Further, I fay, and further will maintain \ 

Upon his bad Life to make all This good, 
That he did plpt the Duke of Gloucefters death ; 
Suggeft his foon-believing adverfaries; 
And confequently, like a traitor*coward, 
Sluic'doiuhisinn'cent fouj through flreams of blood; ^ 
Which blood, like facrificing Abers, cries: I 

Even from the tonguelefs caverns of the earth, 
To me, for juflicc, and rough chaftifement. 
And by the glorious Worth of my Defcent, ^ 
This arm Cball do it, or this life be fpent. 

K. Rich, How high a pitch his refolution foars I 
Thomas oi Norfolk, what fay'ft thou, to this ? 

Mowb, O, let ray Sovereign tUrn away his face. 
And bid his ears a little whil& be deaf, 
Till I have told this Slander of hi« blood, I 

How God and good men hate fo foul a liar. . 

K. Rich, Mowbray^ impartial are our eyes and cars. 
Were he our brother, nay, our Kingdom's heir. 
As he is but our lather's brotjiev's fon ; . I 

Now by my Scepter's awe, I ipake a vow, ' 

Such neighbour-nearnefs to our facrpd blood 
Should nothing priv'lege him, nor partialize 
* that can inherit usj We fliould read, inhabit, 

Th^ 
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Th' unftooping firmnefs of my upright foul. 
He is our Subjpd^ Mowbray^ fo art thou ; 
Free fpeecb, and fearlefs, I to thee a41ow. 

Mewb. Theii, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart, 
' Through the falfe.paffage of thy throat, thou licit ! 
Three parts of that Rdceipt I had for Calais, 
Difburft I to his Highnefs' foldiers ; 
The other part rcferv'd I by confent. 
For that my fov'reign Liege was iti my debt; 
Upon remainder of a dear account, • 
Since laft I wenrto France to fetch his Queen. 
Now, fwallow down that Lie. — For G loucefter' s desithy 
I Oew him not ; but, to mine own difgrace, 
Negledled my fwom duty in that cafe. 
For you, my noble lord of Lancafter^ 
The honourable father to my foe, 
Once did I lay an ambuih for your life, 
A trefpafs that doth vex my grieved foul ; 
But ere I laft leceiv'd the Sacrament, 
I did confcfs it, and exadly begg'd 
Your Grace's pardon; and, I hope, I had it. 
This is my fault; as for the reft appeaFd, 
It iffues from the rancor of a villain, 
A recreant and moft degenerate traitor : 
Which in myfelf I boldly will defend. 
And interchangeably hurl down my gage 
Upon this overweening traitors foot; 
To prove myfelf a loyal gentleman. 
Even in the beft blood chambered in his bofom. 
In hafte whereof, moft heartily I pray 
Your Highnefs to aflign our trial-day. 

K. Rich. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen, be rul'd by me; 
Let's purge this Choler without letting btood: 
This we prefcribe, though no phyfician ; 
Deep malice makes too deep incifion : 
Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed ;:'i 
Our Doftors fay, this is no time to bleed. 

Good 
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Good Unde^ let this end where it begun ; 
We'll calm the Duke of Nerfolk^ you your Son, 

Gaunt, To be a make-peace ihall become my age ; 
Throw down, my Son, the Duke of JV«?r/b//l*s gage. 

K. Rich, And, Norfotk, throw down his. 

Gaunt. When, Harry, when ? 
Obedience bids, I ihould not bid again. 

K. Rich, Norfolk, throw down, vre bid; there is no 
boot. 

Af(ni;^.MyreIf I throw, dread Sovereign, at thy foot. 
My life thou {halt command, but not my Shame; 
The one my duty owes ; . but my iair Name, 
(Defpight of deathv That lives upon my Grave,) 
To dark difhonour's ufe thou Ibalt not have. 
I am difgrac'd, impeach'^, and bafBed here, 
Picrc'd to the foul with Sander's vcnom'd fpear: 
The which no blame can cure, but his heart-blood 
Which breath'd this poifon. 

K. Rich. Rage muft be wiihfiood: 
Give me his gage : Lions make Leopards tame. 

Mowb. Yea, but not change their fpots: take but 
my (hame, 
And I refign my gage. My dear, dear lord. 
The purell treafure mortal times afford. 
Is fpoilefs Reputation : That away. 
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. 
A jewel in a ten-timcs-barr'd-up cheft, 
Is a bold fpirit in a loyal breait. 
Mine Honour is my lite, both grow in one; 
Take honour from me, and my life is done. 
Then, dear my Liege, mine honour let me try; 
In -That I live, and for That will I die. 

K. Rich. Goufin, throw down your gage; do you 
begin* 

Doling. Oh, heav'n defend my ibul from fuch 
foul fm I 
Shall I feem crcft-falFn in my father's light, 
Or M'ith pale beggar face impeach my height, 

Before 
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Before this out.dar'd Daffard ? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong, 
Or found fo bafe a parle^ my teeth ffaall tear 
The flavifh motive of recanting fear. 
And fpit it bleeding, in his high difgtace. 
Where fliame doth harbour, ev'n in Mowbray* $ face. 

[Exit Gaunt, 
K. Rich* We were not born to fue, but to com- 
mand. 
Which fince we cannot do to make you friends, 
.Be ready, as your lives fhall anfwer it. 
At Coventry upor^SdiXVit Lambert^ day. 
There fhall yojur Swords and Lances arbitrate 
The fwelHog diflPTence of your fettled hate: 
Since we cannot atone you, you flball fee 

iuftice decide the ViAor's Chivalry, 
.ord Marlhal, bid our officers at Arms 
Be ready-to dircft thefe home-alarms. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

Changes to the Duke o/Lancafter'j Palace. 

Enter Gaunt and JDutchefs of Gloucefter. 

Gaunt. ALAS! the part 1 had in Glo'Jler's blood 
jTJl Doth more follicit me, than your Ex- 
claims, 
To ftir againft the butchers of his life. 
But fince corrcftion Ueih in thofe hands,. 
Which made the fault that we cannot correiS, 
Put we our Quarrel to the Will ofheav'n; 
Who when it fees the hours ripe on earth, 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads. 

Dutch, Finds btotherhood in thee no Ibarper fpur? 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire? 
Edward^ fev'n fons, whereof thyfelf art one. 
Were as fev'n vials of his facred blood ; 
Or fev'A fair branches, fpringing from one root : 

- Some 
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Some of thofe fev'n arc dry'd by Nature's Courfe; 
Some of thofe branches by the Deft'nies cut : 
But Thomas^ my dear lord, my life, my Glolfier^ " 
(One vial, full oiEdwartfs facred blood; 
One flourifhing branch of hisimoft royal root ;) 
Is. crack'd, and all the precious liquor fpilt; 
Is hackt down, and his fummer leaves all faded^ 
.By Envy's hand and Murder's bloody axe I 
Ah, Gaunt! his blood was thine; that bed, that womb. 
That metal, that felf-mould that fafhion'd thee|; 
Made him a man; and though thou liv^ftandbreath^ft. 
Yet art thou (lain in him; thou doft confent ' 
In fome large meafure to thy fathers death; 
In that thou fceft thy wretched brother die. 
Who was the model of thy fatherV life ; 
Gall it not patience, Gaunt, it is defpair. 
In fuffring thus thy brother to be flaughter'd^ 
Thou fbew'ft the naked pathway to thy life. 
Teaching ftern murder how to butcher thee* 
That which in mean men we entitle Patience, 
Is pale cold Gowardife in noble breads. 
What fhall I fay ? to fafeguard thine own life. 
The beft way is to \enge my GloJter\ death. 

Gaunt. God's is the Quarrel; for God's Subftitute, 
His Deputy anointed in his light. 
Hath caus'd his death; the which if wrongfully. 
Let God revenge, for I may never lift 
An angry arm againft his Minifter. 

Dutch, Where then,, alas, may I complain myfclf? 

Gaunt, To heav'n, the widow's Champion and 
Defence. 

Dutch. Why then, I will : farewel, old Gaunt, fare- 
wel. 
Thou go'ft to Coventry, there to behold 
Our Goufm Hereford and fell Mowbray fight. 
O, fit my hulband's wrongs on Hereford's fpear, 
That it may enter huich^v Mowbraf s breaft! 
Or, if misfortune mifs the firft career, 

Be 
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Be Mowbtafs fins f6 heavy in his bofom; 

That they may break his foaming Courfet*s back, 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts, 

A caitiff recreant to my coufin Hereford ! 

t*arewel, oXdGaunt; thy fometime brother's wife 

With her companion Grief muft end her life. 

Gaunt. Sifter, farcwel ; I muft to Coventry. 
As much Gdod ftiy with thee, as go with me ! 

Dutch. Yet one word more; grief boundeth where 
it falls, 
Not with the empty hollownefs, but weight s 
I take my leave, before I have begun; 
For Sorrow ends not, wheh it feemeth done. 
Commend me to my brother, Edmund York: 
lo, this is all — -*nay, yet depart not fo; 
Though this be all, do not fo quickly go : 
I fliall remember more. Bid him — ^-»-oh, what? 
With all good fpeed at Vlajhie vifit me. 
Alack, and what fliall good old York fee there 
But empty lodgings, and unfurnifli'd walls, 
Un-peopled offices, untrodden ftones ?' 
And what hear th^re for welcome, but iny groans? 
Therefore commend me, — let him not come there 
To feek out forrow that dwells every where ; 
All defolate, will I from hence, and die ; 
The laft Leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 

[EKeunt, 

S C E N E IV. 

The Lijis^ at Coventry. 

Enter the tprd Mar/hal, and the Duke of Aumerle« 

Mar. ILJf Y lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd ? 
1 V A Aum. Yea, at alt points, and longs to en?- 
ter in. 
Mar. The Duke oi Norfolk^ fprightfuHy and boM, 
Stays but the Summon's of th' Appellant's trumpet. 

Aum. 
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Aum, Why« thea tbc CbampionB ar« prepar'^d, and 
ftay 
For nothing bat his Majcily's af^roacb. [FU)uri/k* 

The trumpets founds and the King enters with his Nobles : 
when they arefet^ Enter the Duke o/" Norfolk in arms. 
Defendant. 

K. Rick. Marfiia]^ demand of yonder ChaEipion 
The caufe of his arrival her^ in arms ; 
Afk him his name^ and orderly proceed 
To fwear him in the jnfiice of his Caufe. 

Mar. In God's name and the King's^ fay who thott 
art [To Mowb. 

And why thou com'ft» thus knightly clad in arms ? 
Againft what man thou com'ft^ and what thy quarrel? 
Speak truly on thy Knighthood^ and thine Oath^ 
And fo defend thee heaven, and thy valour! 

Mowb* My name is Thomas Mowbray^ Duke of JVVr* 

Who hither come engaged by my oath, 
(Which, heav'n defend, a Knight &ottld violate !) ' 
Both to defend my Loyalty and Truths 
To God, my King, and my fucceeding Ifluei 
Againft the Duke oi Herejord^ that appeals me; 
And by the grace of God, and this mine arm. 
To prove him, in defending of myfelf, 
A traitor to my God, my King, and me ; 
And, as I truly fight, defend me heav'n ! 

The Trumpets found . Enter Bolingbroke, Appellant^ in 
armour. 

^ K. Bich. Marfhal^ alk yonder Knight in arms^ 
Both who he is, and why he cameth hither. 
Thus plated in habiliments of wan: 
And formally, according to our 1^^^ : \ 

Depofe him in the juftice of his Caufe^ 

Mar, What is thy name, and wherefore com'A thou 
hither. 

Before 
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Before Ki»g Rkhard, ia his royal Lifts ? [To Boling. 
Againft whom coraeft thou ? and what's thy quarrel? - 
Speak like a true Knight, fo defend thee heav'n ! 

Boling. Harry of Hereford^ Lancajler and Derby 
Am I, who ready here do ftand in arms, 
To prove, by heav'n's grace and my body's valoar. 
In Lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke oi Norfolk^ 
That he's a, traitor foul and daingerotis^ 
To God of heav'n, King Richard^ and to me ; 
And, as I truly %ht, defend me heav'n ? 

Mar, On pain of death, no perfon be fo boid, 
Or daring-hardy, as to touch the Lifts; 
Except the Marflial, and fuch Officers 
Appointed to dired thefc fair dcfigns. [hand, 

Bdling. Lord Marfhah, let me kifs my Sovereign's 
The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweet: 
And bow sny knee before his Majefty: 
For Mowbray aod myfelf are like two men 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage; 
Then let us take a ceremonious Leifcve, 
And loving Farewcl, of our feveral friends. 

Mar. Th' Appellant in all duty greets: your High- 
nefs, [ToVk. Rich. 

And craves to kifs yonr hand, and take his leave. 

K. Bich. We willdefcend and fold him: in our arms, 
Coufin o[ Hereford^ as thy Caufe is right, 
So be thy Fortune in this royal fight! 
Farewel, my Blood; which if to day tliou ihed, 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Boling. Oh, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be gor'd with Mowhrafs fpear: 
As confident, as is the Faulcozt's flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Afaw6rajr fight* 
My loving lord, I take my leave of you. 
Of vpu, my noble CouiGin, lord Aumerie, 
Notlick, although I have to do with Death; 

But Infly, young, and chearrly drawing Breath.-: 

Lo, as at Engiijk Feafts, fo I regreet 

The 
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The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweet^ 

Oh thou! the earthly authorof my blood, [loGaunt. 

Whofe youthful fpirit, in me regenerate, 

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me up 

To reach at Viftory above my head. 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers ; 

And with thy Bleflings fteel my Lance's point. 

That it may enter Mowbray s waxen Coat, 

And furbifli new the Name qi John o' Gaunt 

Ev'n in the lufty 'haviour of his fon. 

Gaunt. Heav'n in thy good Caufe make thee prof- 
perousl 
Be fwift like Lightning in the execution4 
And let thy blows, doubly redoubled,- 
]?all like amazing thunder on the Cafquef 
Of thy adverfe pernicious enemy. 
Roufe up thy youthful blood, be brave and liv^. 

Boling, Mine innocence, God and St. George to 
thrive! 

Mowb, However heav'n or fortune caftmy lot. 
There lives, or dies, true to King Richard's Throne, . 
A loyal, juft and upright Gentleman: 
Never did Captive with a freer heart 
Cad oiFhis chains of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontrouPd enfranchifement. 
More than my dancing foul doth celebrate 
This Feaft of battle, with mine adverfary. 
Mofi mighty Liege, and my companion Peers, 
Take from my mouth the wifli of happy years ; 
As gentle and as jocund, as to jeft. 
Go I to fight : Truth hath a quiet Ijreaft. 

K. Rich. Farewel, my lord ; fecurcly I efpy 
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. 
Order the trial, Marfhal, andbegin« 

Mar, Harry of Hereford, Lancafter and Derby, 
Receive.thy Lance; and heav'n defend thy Riglit I 

Boling. Strong as a tower in hope, 1 cry Amen. 

Mar. Go bear this Lance to Thomas Duke ofNorfoih 

I Her. 
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1 Her, Harry o{ Hereford^ Lancafter and Derby ^ 
Stands here for God, his Sovereign andHimfeif, 
On pain to be found falfe and recreant. 

To prove the Duke o^ Norfolk^ Thomas Mowbray^ 
A traitor to his God, his King, and him ; 
And dares him to fet forward to the fight. 

2 Her. Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray^ Duke of 

Nor/oik^ 
On pain to be found falfe and recreant, 
Both to defend himfelf, and to approve 
Henry 6i Hertford^ Lancajter and Derby, 
To Grod, his Sovereign, and to him, difloyal: 
Courageoufly, and with a free defire, 
Attending but the Signal to begin, [A Charge founded. 
Mar. Sound, Trumpets ; and fet forward, Comba- 
tants. 
— But ftay, the King hath thrown his warder down. 
K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and their 
fpears, , , 

And Both return back to their chairs againi 
Withdraw with us, and let the trumpets found, 
While we return thefe Dukes what we decree* 

[A long Fiouri/h; after which^ihe King 
/peaks to the Combatants. 
Draw near; — . — 

And lift, what with our Council we have donc- 
For that our Kingdom's earth fhould not be foil'd 
With that dear blood, which it hath foftered; 
And, for our eyes do hate the direafpcft 
Of civil wounds ploughed up with neighbour fwords; 
[*. And for we think, the eagle-winged pride 
Of flcy-afpiring and ambitious thoughts 
With rival-hating Envy fet you on. 
To wake our Peace, which in our country's cradle 
Draws the fweet infant breath of gentle fleep ;] 

* AnI for toe think, the fag/e-whged pride ^ kc] Thcfe five Verfcs arc 
jomittcd in the oihcr Editions, and rcftored from the firft of 1598. 

Mr. Pope. 

Which 
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Which tljus rouz'd np with boift'rous untuned drums, 

And har(h-refounding trumpets" dreadful Bray, 

And grating fliock of wrathful iron arms, 

Might from our quiet Confines fright fair Peace, 

And make xis wade even in our kindred's blood ; 

Therefore, we baniflb you our Territories. 

You coufin Hereford^ on pain of death. 

Till twice five fummers have enrich'd our fields. 

Shall not re-grcet'our fair Dominions, 

But tread the flranger paths of BaniQunent. 

Baling . Your will be done : this mufi my comfort be. 
That Sun, that warms you here, fhali Ihinc on me: 
And thofe his golden beams, to you hjcre lent. 
Shall point on me, and gild my Banifliment. 

K. RkL Xorjolk^ for thee remains a heavier Doom, 

Which I with forne unwillingnefs pronounce. 

The fly-flow hours fliall not determinate 

The dftielefs limit of thy dear exile : 

The hopelefs word, of never to return^ 

Breathe I againft thee, upon pain of life. 

Mowb. A heavy Sentence, mymoftlbvereignLicge, 

And all unlook'd for from your Highnefs'. mouth: 

A dearer merit, not fo deep a maim. 

As to be caft forth in the common air. 

Have I deferved at your Highnefs' hands. 

The language I have leam'd thefe forty years. 

My native Englijh^ now I muft forego ; 

And now my tongue's ufe is to me no more, 
TThan an unftringed viol, or a harp ; 

Or, like a cunning Inftrument cas'd up. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you have engoal'd my tongue. 

Doubly porttCullisM wixh my Teeth and Lips S 

And dull, unfeeling, barren Ignorance 

Is made my Goaler to attend on me. 
I am too old to fawn upon a nurfe, 
Too far in years to be a Pupil now: 

What 
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What is thy Semehcethen, bat fpeechlefs death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath? 

K. Rich. It boots thee not to be companionate; 
After our Sentence, Plaining comes too ia«e. 

Mowb. Then thus I turn me from my Country's 
light, 
To dwdl in folemn feades of endlefs night, 

K. fliVA Return again, ^nd take an oath with ye. 
Lay on our royai Sword your banifli'd hands: 
Swear by the duty that you owe to hcav'n, 
(Our part therein we banilh with yourfelves,) 
To keep the oath thai we adminifter^: 
You never fcail, (fo help you truth, and heav'^tt I) 
Embrace each other's love in BanKbment; 
Nor ever look upon each other's face, 
Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile 
This low'ring tempeft of your home-bred hate; 
Nor ever by advifed purpofe meet, 
To plot, contrive, or complot any IH, 
'Gainft us, our State, our Subjeds, or our Land. 

Boling. I fvveat. * 

Mowh. Attd I, to ki^ep all this. 

Boling. Noffdlk^ to far, as to mine enemy: 

By this time, had ihe King permitted us. 
One of our fouls had wandred in the air, 
Banifij'd this frail Sepulchre of our flefh. 
As now our flelh is banrfti'id from this Land, 
Confefs thy trea Pons, ere thou fly this Realm ; 
Since thou haft far to go, bear not aIon«y 
The clogging burden of a guilty foul. 

Mowb, No, Bolingbroke; if ever 1 were traitor, 
My Name be blotted from the Book of life. 
And I from heav'n banifti'd as from hence I 
But what thou art, heav'n, thou, and I do know. 
And all too foon, I fear, the King fhall rue. 
Farewel, my Liege; now no waycan I ftray. 
Save back to England; all the world's my way. 

[Exit. 
SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

K. Rich.T TNCLE, even in the glaflcs of thine 

\J eyc8 
I fee thy grieved heart,, thy fad afpeft 
Hath from the number of his banifh'd years 
Pluck'd fqur away ; fix frozen winters fpent. 
Return with Welcome home from Banifhmenti 

Boling. How long a* time, lies in one little word ! 
Four lagging Winters, and four wanton Springs, 
End in a word ; fuch is the Breath of Kipgs. 

Gaunt. I thank i»y Liege, that in regard of me 
He flioTtens four years of my fon's exile ; 
But little vantage (hall I reap thereby ; 
Jor ere the fix years, that he hath to fpend. 
Can change their moons and bring their times about, 
My oil-dry'd lamp, and time-bewafted light. 
Shall be extinft with age, and endlefs night: 
My inch of taper will be burnt and done : 
And blindfold death not let me fee my fon. 

K. Rich. Why, uncle ? thou haft many years to live. 'i 

Gaunt. But not a minute,.King, that thou canft give ; 
Shorten my days thou canft with fullen forrow. 
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow; . 
Thou canft help time to furrow me with age, I 

But ftop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage ; | 

Thy word is currant witlrhim, for my death; 
But dead, thy Kingdom cannot buy my breath. J 

K. Rich, Thy fon is banifli'd upon good advice^ ^ 

Whereto thy tongue a party- verdid gave; 
Why at our juflice feem'^ft thou then to lowV? 

Gaunt. Things fweet to tafte, prove in digeflion four: 
You urg'd me as a judge; but I had rather, 
You would have bid me argue like a father. 
O, had it been a ftranger, not my child,-. 
To fmooth his Fault, I would have befn more mild: 
Alas, I look'd, when fomc of you Ihould fay, 
I was too ftria to make mine own away: 

But 
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But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 
Againll my will, to do myfeif this wrong. 
A partial flander fought I to avoid, 
And in the Sentence my own life deftroy'd. 

K. Rich. Coufin, farewel ; and, uncle, bid him fo : 
Six years we banilh him, and he (hall go. [Flourijh. 

[Exit. 

SCENE VL 

Aum, /^ O U S I N, farewel ; what prefence muft not 

V->l know. 

From where you do remain, let paper (how. 

Mar. My lord, no leave take I ; for I will ride 
As far as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt, Oh, to what purpofe doft thou hoard thy 
words. 
That thou return'ft no Greeting to thy friends ? 

Boling. I have too few to take my leave of you. 
When the tongue's ofEcc (hould be prodigal. 
To breathe th' abundant dolour of the heart. 
Gaunt, Thy grief is but thy abfence for a time. 
Boling, Joy abfent, grief is prefent for that time. 
Gaunt. What is fix winters? they are quickly gone. 
Boling, To men in joy; but grief makes one hout ^ 

ten. 
Gauni. Call it a Travel, that thou tak*fi for plea- 

fure. 
Boling, My heart will figh, when I mifcall it fo, 
Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The fullen paffage of thy weary fteps 
if* Efteerti a foil, wherein thou art to fet 
The precious jewel of thy home- return. 

Boling, Nay, rather, ev'ry tedious ftride I make 
Will but remember me, what a deal of World- 
I wander from the Jewels that I love. 
Muft I not ferve a long Apprentice-hood, 
To foreign paffages, and in the End 
i Vol. IV. N . Havings 

f 
I 
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Having my Freedom, boaft of Nothing clfe 
But that 1 was a Journeyman to Grief? 

Gaunt, All Places that the Eye of Heaven viEts, ij 
Are to a wife man port^ and happy havens. l 

Teach thy neceflifcy to reafon thus : 
There is no virtue like neceffity. 
Think not, the King did banifli Thee; 
But Thou the King. Woe doth the heavier fit. 
Where it perceives It is but fairly borne. *) 

Go fay, I fent thee forth to purchafe honour, / 

And not, the King exiFd thee. Or fuppofc, \ 

Devouring Peftilence hangs in our air, ( 

And thou art flying to a freflier clime. 1 

Look, uhat'thy foul holds dear, imagine it | 

To lie that way thou go'ft, not whence thou com'ft. \ 
Suppofe the finging birds, muficians; 
The grafs whereon thou tread'ft, the prefence- floor; j 
The flow'rs, fair ladies ; and thy fteps, no more I 

Than a delightful nieafure, or a dance. 1 

For gnarling Sorrow hath lefs Pow'r to bite 
The Man, that mocks at it, and fets it light. 

Boling, Oh, who can hold a fire in his hand. 
By thinking ort the frofty Caucafusf j 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 
By bare imagination of a feaft? 
Or wallow naked in December fnow. 
By thinking on fantaftic Summer's heat? 
Oh, no I the apprehenfion of the good , 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worfe; 
Fell forrow's tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when it bites, but lan'ceth not the fore* [way ; 
Gaunt. Come, come,my fon, I'll bring thee on thy 
Had I thy Youth, and Caufe, 1 would not tiay. 
Bolmg. Then, England's Gxonnd,, fairwel; fweet 
foil, adieu, \ 

My mother and my luirfe, which bears me yet. * 

Where-e'er I wander, boaft of this I can. 
Though bai.Hlf d; yet a true-born Engli/hman. [Exe. 

SCENE 
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S C E N E VII. i ; 

Guingts to, the Court. 

Enter King Richard, and Bagot, (he. at one door; aryi 
the Lord Aumerle, at the other. ' , 

K. -RiVAvTXrE did, ^indeed, obfervo — — Coufm 

V V Aunierie^ 

How fat brought you high Hereford on his way? 

Aum. 1 brought high Hereford, if you call -him fo. 
But to the next High-way, and there I left him.. 

K. Rich. And fay, what (lore of parting tears wer<S 
fhed ? 

Aum. 'Faith, none by me ; except the north-eaft 
wind, 
(Which then blewhitterly againft out faces) 
AwakM the fleepy rheum ; and fo by chance' ' 
Did grace our hollow Parting with a tear. 

K. Rich, What faidyour coufin, when you parted 
with him ? / r 

Aum. FareweL > 

And, for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo propbane the word, That tought me craft 
To counterfeit oppreffion of fuch gri^f, 
That words feem'd buried in my forrow's Grave, 
Marry, would the wovdfarewel have lengthened hours. 
And added years to his fhort Baniflimcnt, 
He fhould have had a volume of fareweis ; 
But, fince it would not, he had none of me. 

^K. RicL He is ourkinfman, Coufin; but 'tis doubt 
. When time ftiali call him home from Banilhmcnt 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends. 
Ourfelf, arid Rufhy, Bagot here, and Green, 
Obferv'dihis Coaxtfhip to the comxnon people: 
How he did feem to dive into their hearb^i : 
With humble and faroiliair courtefy ? :<; 

What reverence he did throw away on flaves • 
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Wooing poor crafts-men with the craft of fmiles, 

And patient under-bearing of bis fortune: 

As 'twere to banifli their Affeds with him. \ ii 

Off" goes his bonnet to an oyfter-wench;" ' f 

A brace of dray-men bid, God fpeed him well ! i 

And had the tribute of hi& fupple knee; 

With, — ^Thanks,'ray countrymfen, my loving friends, 

As were our England in reverfion his, 

And he our Subjefls' next degree in hope. ; 

Green. Well, he is gone, and with him go thefe i 

thoughts. • \ 

Now. for the Rebels, which ftand out in Ireland^ i 

Expedient Manage mud be made, my Liege ; ; 

Ere further leifure yield them further means i 

For their advantage, and your Highnefa' lofs. 

K. Rich. We will ourfelf in perfon to this war; 
And, for our coffers with too great a Court, 
And liberal largefs, are grown fomewhat light. 
We are enforced to farm our royal Realm, 
The Revenue whereof (hall furnilh us 
Eor our affairs in hand ; if they come (hort. 
Our Subftiiutes at home Ihall have blank charters: 
Whereto, when they Qiall know what men are rich. 
They (hall fubfcribe th^m for large fums of gold. 
And fend them after to fupply our wants ; 
For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter Bufliy. 

K. Rich. Btifliy, what news ? 

Bu/hy, Old Jvhn of Gaunt is fick, my lord. 
Suddenly taken, and hath Tent poft-hafte 
T' intreat your Majefly to vifit him. 

K. Rich. Where lies he ? 

Bif/Jiy. At Ely-houfe. 

K. Rich, Now put it, heav'n, in his phyfician s 
mind, 
To help him to his Grave immediately ; 

Tic 
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The lining of his cofFers fhall make coats 

To deck our foldiers for thefe hijh wars. 

Come, gentlemen, let's all go vifit him : 

Pray heav'n, we may make hafte, and come too late ! 

[Exeunt^ 



ACT IL SCENE I. 
ELX-HOU SE, 

Gaunt brought in^ftck; with the Duke of York. 
Gaunt. 

WILL the King come, that I may breathe my 
laft . 
In wholcfome counfel to his unftay'd youth ? 
York. Vex not yourfelf, nor ftrive not with your 
breath; 
For all in vain comes counfel to his ear. 

Gaunt. Oh, but, they fay, the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention, like deep harmony: 
Where words are fcarce, they're feldom fpent in vain; 
For they breathe truth, that breathe their words in 

pain. 
He, that no more muft fay, is liften'd more 
Than they, whom youth and eafe have taught to 

glofe; ' 
More are men's ends mark'd, than their lives before: 

The fetting Sun, and mufic in the clofe. 

As the laft tafte of fweets, is fweeteft laft ; 
Writ in remembrance, more than things long paft ; 
Though Richard my life's counfel would not hear. 
My death's fad Tale may yet nndeaf his ear. 

fork. His ear is ftopt with other flatt'ring charms, 
As praifes of his State; there are, befidc, 
Lafcivious meeters, to whofe venom'd found 
The open ear of youth doth always liftcn : 

N 3 Report 
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Report of Fafhiond in protid Italj^ 
Whofe manners ftill our tardy^ apifh. Nation 
Limps after, in bafe auk ward imitation. I 

Where doth the world thrUft forth a vanity, ^ 

(So it be new, there's no refpeft how vile,) 
That is not quickly buzz'd into his cars ? 
Then alt too late comes counfel to be heard^ 
Where Will doth mutiny with wit's regard. 
Direft not him, whofe way himfelf will chufe ; ^ 

*Tis breath ihou lack'll, and that breath wilt thou lofc, | 
Gaunt. Methinks, I am a prophet new-infpir'd, ' 

And, thus expiring, do foretcl of him. 
His rafli, fierce blaze of riot cannot laft; . 

For violent fires foon burn out themfelves. I 

Small fhow'rs laft long, but fudden ftorms are fhorC; ^ 
He tries betimes, that fpurs too faft betimes ; 
With ea^er feeding,' food doth choak the feeder ; \ 

Light Vanity, infatiate Cornlorant, ^ 

Gonfuming means, foon preys upon iljfelf. ^' 

The royal TJirone oi Kijlgs,. this .fcepter'd Ifle, 
This Earth of Majefly, this Seat of Afflrx, 
This other Edm^ demy Faradije^ 
Thi3 fortrefs. built by Nature.for herfelf, 
Againft infeilion, and the hand pf war ; 
This happy Breed of men, this little world. 
This precious ftone fet in the filver fea, * 

Which ferv.es it in the office of a wall, t 

Or as a moat defenfive to a houfe, * 

Agaiijft the envy of lefs happier Lands ; ' 

This nurfe, this teeming womb of royal King«, » 

FearM for their breed, and famous by their birth, ' [ , 
]?.enowned for their deeds, as far from home ! , 

Foi:chriftiaji .fervice and tiue chivalry, ) 

As is the Sepulchre in ftubbom Jury \ 

Of.the world's Ranfom, bleffed Mary^ Son; i 

This land of fuch dear fouls, this dear dear Land, 
Dear for her reputation through the world, I 

Is now leas'd out, (I die, pronouncing it) 1 

Like I 
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Like to a Tenement, or pelting Farm. 
England^ bound in with the triumphant Sea, 
Whof6 rocky fliore beats back the envious fiege 
Of watry Neptune^ is bound in with fhame. 
With inky blots, and rotten parchment-bonds. 
That England^ that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a fliameful Gonqueft of itfelf. 
Ah ! would the fcandal vanifh with my life. 
How happy then were my enfuing death I 

s c E N E II. 

Enter King Richard, (lyeen^ Aumerle, Bufliy, Green, 

Bagot, Rofs, and Willoughby. 
York, np»HE King is come, deal mildly with his 

X youth ; 

For young hot colts, being rag'd, do rage the more. 

Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancafter? 

K. Rich. What comfort, man7 How is't with aged 
Gaunt? 

Gaunt, Oh, how that Name befits my compofitioni 
Old Gaunt, indeed, and gaunt in being old : 
Within me grief hath kept a tedious faft; 
And who abftains from meat, thai is not gaunt? 
For fleeping England long time have I watch'd, 
Watching breeds leannefs, leannefs' is all gaunt: 
The pleafure, that fome fathers feed upon. 
Is my ftrift faft; I mean, my children's looks ; 
And, therein fafting, thou haft made me gaunt; 
Gaunt am I for the Grave, gaunt as a Grave, 
Whofe hollow womb inherits nought but bones. 

K. Rich, Can fick-men play fo nicely with their 
names ? 

Gaunt, No,.mifery makes fport to mock itfelf: 
Since thou doft feek to kill my name in me, 
I mock my name, great King, to flatter thee. 

K. Rich. Should dying men flatter thofe that live? 
N 4 Gaunt. 
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Gaunt. No, no, men living flatter thofe that die, 
K. Rich. Thou, now a dying, fay'fl, thou flatter'ft 

roc. ! 

Gaunt, Oh I no, thou dieft, though I ficker be. ! j 
K. Rich, I am in health, I breathe, I fee thee ill. * 
Gaunt, Now he, that made me, knows, I fee ihec 
ill. 

Hi in myfclf, but feeing thee too, ill. 

Thy death-bed is no leffer than the Land, 

Wherein thou lielt in Reputation fick; J 

And thou, too carelefs Patient as thou art, 

Giv'ft thy anointed body to the cure i 

Of thofe phyficians, that firft wounded thee : 

A thoufand flatt'rers fit within thy Crown, 

Whofe compafs is no bigger than thy head, 

And yet incaged in fo fmall a verge. 

Thy wafte is no whit leffcr than thy Land. 

Oh, had thy Grandfire, with a prophet's eye, 

Seen how his fon's fon fhould dcftroy Jiis fons ; 

From forth thy teach he would have laid thy fliame, 

Depofing thee before thou wertpoffeft; 

Who. art poflefs'd now, to depole ihyfelf. 

Why, Coufin, wert thou Regent of the world. 

It were a (hame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world enjoying but this Land, 

Is it not more than fhame, to fliame it fo ? 

Landlord of -Eng/flr/d? art thou now, not King: 

Thy ftate of law is bond-flave to the law ; 

And Thou 

K. Rich. And thou, a lunatic Ican-witted fool, 

Prefuming on an ague's privilege, 

Dar'il with thy frozen admonition • 

Make pale our cheek, chafing the royal blood I 

With fury from his native refidence. 

Now by my Seat's right-royal Majefty, \ 

Wert thou not Brother to Great Edward's fon, ; 

This tongue that runs fo roundly in thy head, i 

Should run thy head from thy unreverend Ihoulders. \ 

Gaum. I 
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Gaunt. Oh, fparc me not, my brother Edwar(f^ 
fon, 
For that I was his father Edward's fon. 
That blood already, like the Pelican, 
Haft thou tapt out, and drunkenly carous'd. 
My brother Glo]ftir^ plain well-meaning foul, 
(Whom fair befal in heav'n 'mong'ft happy fouls ! 
May be a precedant and witnefs good. 
That thou refpe&s not fpilling Edward* s blood. 
Join with the prefent Sickneb that I have, 
And thy unkindnefs be like crooked age, 
To crop at once a too-long-witherM flower. 
Live in thy fhame, but die not fliame with thee ! 
Thefe words hereafter thy tormentors be ! 
Convey me to my Bed, then to my Grave: 
Love they to live, that love and honour have. 

[Exit, borne out. 

K. Rich. And let them die, that Age and SuUens 
have ; 
For both haft. thou, and both become the Grave. 

York. I do befeech your Majefty, impute 
His words to wayward ficklinefs, and age : 
He loves you, on myjife ; and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford^ were he here. 

K. Rick, Right, you fay true ; as Hereford's lovc» 
fo his; 
As theirs^ fo mine; and all be, as it is. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Northumberland, 

North. TVyTY Liege, old Gaunt commends him to 
iVJL your Majefty. 
K. Rich. What fays old Gaunt^ 
North. Nay, nothing ; all is faid : 
His tongue is now a ftringlefs inftrument. 
Words, life, and all, old Lancajher hTnth. fpcnt. 

N 5 York, 
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York. Be York the next, that muft be bankrupt fo ! 
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. 

K. Rich. The ripeft fruit firft falls, and fo doth he ; 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 

So much for that. Now for our Iri/k wars ; 

We muft fupplant ibofe rough rug-headed Kerns, 

Which live like venom, where no venom elfe. 

But only they, have privilege to live. 

And, for thefe great affairs do a(k fome charge. 

Towards our afliftance we do feize to us. 

The plate, coin, revenues, and maveaUjes, 

Whereof. our uncle. Giiiin/^ did ftand poiffeft. 

York, "Hon long fliall I be patient? Oh, how long 
Shall tender Duty make. me fiiffer wrong? 
Not Glo'Jlci's death, not Hertford's Baniihment, 
Not Gaunf^ rebukes, nor England'^ private wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About .his marriage, nor ray own .dif grace. 
Have ever made me four my patient cheek; 
Or bend one wrinkle on my Sovereign's face. 
I am the laft of noble Edward's fons. 
Of whom thy father. Prince of WaUs^ was firft: 
In war, was never Lion rag'd more fierce ; 
In peace, was never .gentle Lamb. more mild. 
Than was that young and princely Gentleman ; 
His face thou haft, for even fo look'd he, 
AccompliftiM with the numberof thy hours. 
But when he frown'd, it was againft the French^ 
And not againft his friends : His noble hand 
Did win what he did fpend ; and fpent not That, 
Which his triumphant father's hand had won. 
His hands were guilty of no kindred's blood. 
But bloody with the enemies of his kin^ 
Oh, Richard! York is too far gone with grief. 
Or elfe he never would compare between. 

K. Rich, Why, uncle, what's the matter? 

York. O, my Liege, 
Pardon me, if you pleafe ; if not, I, pleased 

Not 
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Not to be pardon d, am content withal. 

•Seek you to fcizc, and gripe into your hands, 

The Royalties and Rights ofbanifti'd Hereford? 

Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live ? 

Was not Gaunt juft, and is not Harry trae ? 

Did not the one d^ferve to have an heir ? 

Is not his. heir a well-deferving fon ? 

Take Hereford's Rights avyay, and take from time 

His Cba.rteH, and bis cuftomary Rights. 

Let not to-ftiorrow then enfue to day ; 

Be not thyfelf. — For how art thou a King, 

But by fair fequence and fucceffion ?, 

If you do wrongfully feize Hereford^ Right, 

Call in his letters patents that he bath, 

By his attorneys-general to fuc 

His livery, and deny his offered homage ; 

And pluck a thoufand dangers on your head ; 

You lofe a thoufand wcll-difpofed hearts ; 

And prick'my tender patience to thofe thoughts, 

Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

K. Rich. Think what you will ; we feize into ojif 
hands 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 

York, ril not be by, the while ; my Liege, farewelT 
What will enfue hereof, there's none can tell. 
But by bad courfes may be underttood. 
That their events can never fall out good. [Exit. 

K. Rich. Go,. Bu/hy, to ihe Earl of WiUJhire ftraight. 
Bid him repair to us to Ely-houfe^ 
To fee this bufinefs done: To-morrow next 
We will for Ireland; and 'tis time, I trow. 
And we create, in abfence of ourfelf. 
Our uncle York Lord-governor oi England: 
For he is juft, and always lov'd us well. 
Come on, our Queen ; to-morrow muft we part; 
Be merry, for our time of Stay is flior*^. [FlourifJi, 

[Exeunt King^ Queen, 8cc. 

N6 SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Manent Northumberland, Willoughby, and Rofs, 

North. T T TELL, Lords, the Duke of Lancajttr is 
VV dead. 

Rofs, And living loo, for now bis.fon is Duke. 

Wilio. Barely in title, not in revenue. 

North, Richly in both, if juftice had her right. 

Rofs, My heart is great; but it mud l>reak with 
(ilence, 
Ere't be difburden'd with a liberal tongue. 

North, Nay, fpcak thy mind ; and let him ne'er 
fpeak more, f 

That fpeaks thy words again to do thee hartti. .J 

Willo. Tends, what you d fpeak, to the Duke of | 
Hereford? ! 

If it be fo, out with it boldly, man : 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 

Rofs, No good at all that I can do for him, 
Unlefs you call it good| to pity him. 
Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North, Now, afore heav'n, it's fhame, fuch wrongs 
are borne 
In hira a royal Prince, and many more 
Of noble blood in this declining Land ; ' 

The King is not himfelf, but bafely led 
By flatterers; and what they will inform 
Merely in hate 'gainft any of us all. 
That will the King feverely profecute 
'Gainft u$, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 

Rofs. The Commons hath he pill'd with grievous 
Taxes, 
And loll theix hearts ; the Nobles he hath fin'd 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

Willo. And daily new exadions are devis'd ; 
As Blanks, Benevolences, I wot not what ; 
But what o' God's name doth become of this? 

North. 
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JVe;fM. Wars have tm&X wafted it, for warr'd he hath 
not, 
But bafely yielded upon compromife 
That, which his Anceftors atcbiev'd with blows : 
More hath he fpent in peace, than they in wars. 
Rofs, The Earl oiWiltJhire hath the Realm in farm. 
WUlo, The King's grown bankrupt, like a broken 

man. 
North. Reproach, and diflblution.hangeth over faim« 
Rofi. He hath not money for thefe Irijh wars, 
(His burdenous taxations notwithftanding) 
But by the robbing of the baniCb'd Duke. 

North. His noble Kinfman--moft degenerate King ! 
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempett fing. 
Yet fcek no (belter to avoid the ftorm : 
We fee the wind fit fore upon our fails. 
And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perifli. 

Rofs. We fee the very wreck, that we muft fuiFerv 
And unavoided is the danger now. 
For fufF'ring fo the caufes of our wreck. 

North. Not fo : ev'n through the hollow eyes of 
Death 
1 fpy life peering ; but I dare not fay. 
How near the tidings of our comfort is. 

Willo. Nay, let us ftiare thy thoughts, as thou doft 

ours. , 
Rofs. Be confident to fpcak, Northumberland; 
We three are but thyfelf, and fpeaking fo. 
Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 
North. Then thus, my friends. I have from Fort 
le Blanc^ 
A bay in Bretagne, had intelligence. 
That" Hafrj^ Hereford, Rainald lord Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His brother, Archbilhop late of Canterbury^ 
Sir Thonias Erpingham, Sir John Rainjlon^ 
Sir John Norberie^ Sir Robert Water ton, and Francis 
Coines, 

All 
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All •there well furnifh'd.by the Duke of Braagnc^ 
With eight tall fhips, three thoufand men of war. 
Are making hither with all 4ue expedience. 
And ibortly mean to touch our northern (hore ; 
Perhaps, they had ere this; but that they ftay 
The firft departing of the King for Irelaiid^ 1 

If (hem we Ihall (bake off our flavifh yoke. 
Imp out our drooping Country's broken wing, 
H.ed^ean fr6m broking Pawn the blemifli'd Crown, 
Wipe of the duft that hides our Scepter s gilt. 
And make high Majedy look like itfelf : 
Away with me in poll to Rauenfpurg, 
3ut if you faint, as fearing to do fo^ 
Stay, an/ibe fecret, aod myfelf will go. 

Rofs. To horfe* to hotfe ; urge Doubts to them 
that fear. 

Willo. Hold out my horfe, and. I will firft be there. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE V. 

The COURT. 
Enter Qjteen, Bufliy, and Bag^ot. 

Bu/hy. Ti yT ADAM, your Majefty is much too. fad: 
iVA You promised, when you parted with 
the King, 
To lay aiide felf-harming heavineis. 
And entertain a chearfui difpoiition. 

Queen. To pleafetheKlng, I did; topleafe myfelf, 
I cannot do it; yet I know no caufe. 
Why I ihould welcome fuch a gueft as grief; 
Save bidding farewei to fo fwcet a Gueft . . 
As my fwect Richard: yet again, methinks. 
Some unborn forrow, ripe in fortune's womb. 
Is coming tow-rd me ; and my ii:;^ ward foul 
With fomething trembles, yet at St)thing grieves. 
More than with parting from my lord the King. 

Bu/hy. 
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Bw/^;;^Eachfubftanceofa grief hath twenty (hadows, 
Which fliew like grief itfelf, but are not fo : 
For forrow's eye, glazM with blii^ding tears, • 
Divides one thing entire, to many objeds ; 
Like Perfpedives, which, rightly gaz'd upon,. 
Shew nothing but confufion; .ey'dawry, 

Diftinguifti form. So your fweet Majefty, 

Looking awry upon your lord's departure, 
Finds ihapes of grief, more than himfelf, to wail ; 
Which look'd on, as it is, is nought but (hadows 
Of what it is not; gracious Queen, then weep not 
More than your lord's departure ; inore's not feen f 
Or if it be, 'tis with falfe forrow's eye,' 
Which, for things true, weeps things imaginary. 

Queen. It may be fo ; but yet my inwird foul 
Perfuades me6therwife: howe'er it be, 
I cannot but be fad ; fo heaVy-fad, 
As, though, on thinking, on ho thought! think. 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fbrink. 

Bii/ky. 'Tis nothing butCcwckceit, my grapioiw lady. 

Queen. 'Tas nothing lefs ; Cokiceiit is ftill deriv'd 
From fome fore -father grief; mine is not fo; 
For nothing hath begot my fomcthing grief; 
Or foniething hath, the nothing that 1 grieve; 
'Tis in reverfion That I do poflefs.; 
But what it is, that is not yet know,n, what 
I cannot name, 'tis namelefs woe, I wot. 

S C E N E VI. 

Enter Green, 

Green.TJEAy'N fave your MsjeH^r ! and well 

JL J. met, gentlemen : 

I hope, the King is not yet fliipt for Ireland. 

Queen. Why hop'ft thou fo ? 'tis better hope, be is : 
For his dcfigns crafVe hafte, his hafte good hope : 
Then wherefore doft thou hope, he is not fhipt? 

Green. 
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Gum, That he, our hope, might have retir d his 
Power ; 
And driv'n into defpair an enemy's Hope, 
Who flrongly liath let footing in this Land. 
The banifli'd Bolinghroke repeals himfclf ; 
And with uplifted arms is fafe arrived 
At Ravenfpurg. 

Queen. Now God in heav'n forbid J 

Green, O, Madam, 'tis too true; and what is worfe. 
The lord Northumberland^ his young fon Percy^ 
The lords of Ro/Sy Beaumond^ and Wtlloughby, 
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him. 

Bufl^y, Why have you not proclaimed NorlhumbeT'- 
land^ , 

And all of that revolted fadion, traitors ? 

Green. We have : whereon the Earl of Worcejler 
Hath broke his ilafF, refign'd his Stewardfhip ; 
And all the houfliold fervants (led with him 
To Bolinghroke. 

Quten. So, Green^ thou art the midwife of ray woe, 
And Bolinghroke my forrow's difraal heir: 
Now hath my foul brought forth her prodigy, 
-And I, a gafping new-deliver'd mother, 
Have woe to woe, forrow to forrow, join'd. 

Bu/hy. Defpair not. Madam. 

Queen. Who fhall hinder me ? 
I will defpair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope; he is a fla.tterer, 
A parafite, a keeper back of death ; 
Who gently would diflbive the bands of life. 
Which falfe hopes linger, in extremity. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter York, . 
Gran. TTERE comes the Duke ofTork. 

Jn Queen. With figns of war about his aged 
neck; 

Oh, 
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Oh, full oF careful bufinefs are his looks ! 
Uncle, for heav'n's fake, comfortable words. 

York. * Should I do fo, I fliould bely my thoughts; 
Comfort's in heav'n, and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but Groffes, Care, and Grief. 
Your hufband he is gone to fave far off, 
Whilft others come to make him lofc at home. 
Here am I left td underprop this Land; 
Who, weak with age, cannot fupport myfelf. 
Now comes the fick hour, that his furfeit made; 
Now fhall he try his friends, that flattcr'd him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord, your fon was go»e before I came- 

York, He was ; why, fo, go all, which way it will: 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons cold, 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford"^ fide. 
Get thee to Plajhie, to my filler Glo'Jier; 
Bid her fend prefcntly a thoufand pound : 
Hold, take my ring. 

Serv. My lord, I had forgot 
To tell, to day I came by, and callM thert; 
But I Ihall grieve you to report the reft, 

York. What is't ? 

Serv, An hour before I came, the Dutchefs dy'd.. 

York. Heav'n for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come rufhing on this wofiil land at once I 
I know not what to do: I would to hcav'n, 
(So my untruth had not provokM him to it) 
The King had cut oflF my head with my brother's. 
What, are there pofts difpach'd for Ireland? 
How fhall we do for money for thefe wars ? 
Come, fitter; (coufin,i would fay;) pray, pardon me^ 
Go, fellow, get thee home, provide fome carts,' 

[To the Servants, 
And bring away the armour that is there. 

# Should I dofo^ 8cc.] This Line added from the firft Edition. 

Mr. Tope. 

Gentle- 
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Gentlemen, will you go and mufter men ? 

If I know how lo order thcfe affairs, 

Diforderly thus thruft into my hands. 

Never beheve me. They are both my kinfraen ; 

The one my Sovereign, whom both my oath 

And duty bids defend; th' other again 

My kinfman is, One whom the K^g hath wronged ; 

Whom confcience and my kindred bids to right, 

"Well, fomcwhat we muft do : come, coufin, Fli 

Difpofe of you. Go mufter up your men, 

And meet me prefently at Berkley caftle : 

I fliould to Flafhie too ; 

But time will not permit. All is uneven. 
And every thing is left at fix and feven. 

[Exeunt York and Queen. 

SCENE VIII. 

Bu/hy, np'HE wind fits Jair for news to go to Inland^ 
X But none returns ; for qs to levy Power, 
Proportionable to the enemy, 
Is all imppiSble. 

Gieen, Befidcs^ Our Nearnefs to the King in Lave 
Is near the Hate of thofe, love not the King. 

Bagot. And that's the wavering Commons, for their 
love 
Lies in th^ir purfes ; and who empties them. 
By fo much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bufky. .Whttciii the King ftainis generally con- 
demned. 

Bagot, If judgment lie in them, then fo do we; 
Becaufe we have been ever near the King. 
. . Gwrt. Well ; rU for Refuge ftraight to Brifiol 

. Cafllc ;^ 
The. Ead of Wilf/hire is already there. 

Bu/hy, Thither will I with you ; for little ofEcc 
The hateful Commons will perform f^r us; 
Except, like curs, to tear us all in pieces : 
Will you go with us ? Bagot. 
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Bagot, No : I'll to Ireland to his Majefty. 
Farewel : If heart's Prefages be not vain. 
We three here part, that ne'er fliall meet again. 

Bufhy, That's as York thrives, to beat back BoHng- 
broke. 

Green. Alas, poor Duke ! the taCk he undertakes 
Is numb'ring fands, and drinking oceans dry; 
Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will fly. 

Bu/hy. Farewel at once, for once, for all and ever. 

Green. Well, we may meet again. 

Bagot. I fear me, never. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to a wild Frojpe^ in Glocefterfliirc. 

Enter Bolingbroke and Northumberland. 

Baling. T T O W far is it, my lord', to Btrkley nbw? 
JlJL North. I am a ftranger here in Gh'Jler- 
Jure: . 
Thefe high' wild hill^, and rough uneven ways, 
Draw put our miles, and make them wcarifome: 
And yer your fair difcotirfe has been as.fugar. 
Making the hard way fwect and delegable. 
But, I bethink me, what a weary way. 
From Ravenfpurg to Cot/hold^ will be found 
Iti Rofs and Wiltpaghby^ wanting your Company; 
Which, I protcft, hath very much'beguird 
The tedioufnefs and procefs of my, travel: 
But theirs is fwectned with the hope to have 
The prefent benefit that I poffefs : 
And hope to:joy,„is little lefs itt joy^ 
Than hope eojoy'd. By tliis, the weary loid» • 
Shall make their way feem ihort, as mine hath done. 
By fight of what I have, your noble <!ompany, . 

Baling. Of much lefs value is my cotnpany, 
Than your good words : but who coracs Here ? 

Enter 
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Enter Percy. 

North. It is xny fon, young Harry Percy, 
Sent from my brother Worajter : whencefoever, 
Harry, how fares your uncle ? 

Percy, 1 thought, my lord, t'have IcarnM his health 
of you, 

North, Why, is he not with the Queen ? 

Percy No, ray good lord, he hath forfook the Court, 
Broken his ftaflF of office, and difpers'd 
The Houihold of the King-. 

North, What was his reafon ? 
He was not fo refolv'd, when laft we fp^kc together. 

Percy, Becaufe your lordfliip was proclaimed Trai- 
. tor. 
But he, my lord, is gone to Raveitfpurg, 
To offer fervice to the Duke o( Hereford; 
And fent me o'er by Berkley, to difcover 
What Pow'r the Duke of TorA had levy'd there ; 
Then with diredions to repair to Raven/purg. 

North, Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, hoy? 

Percy, No, my good lord ; for that is not forgot, 
Which ne'er I did remember ; to my knowledge, 
I never in my life did look on him. 

North, Then learn to know him now ; this is the 
Duke. 

Percy, My gracious lord, I tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 
Which elder days fhall ripen and confirm 
To more approved fervice and defert. 

Boling. 1 thank thee, gentle Percy; and be fure, 
I count myfelf in nothing elfe fo happy. 
As in a foul remembring my good friends ; 
And as my Fortune ripens with thy love. 
It ihall be dill thy true love's recompence. 
My heart this covenant makes, my h«^nd thus feals it. 

North, How far is it to Berkley? and what ftir 
Keeps good old York there with his men of war ? 

Percy, 
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Tcrcy, There ftands the Caftle by yond tuft of trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred men, as I have heard; 
And in it are the lords, York, Berkley, Seymour; 
None elfe of narae< and noble eftimate. 

Enter Rofs and Willoughby. 
North. Here come the lords of Rofs ind Willoughhy^ 
Bloody with fpurring, fiery-red with hafle. 

Boling. Welcome, my lords ; I wot, your love pur- 
fues 
A banifli'd traitor ; all my Treafury 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more cnrich'd, 
Shall be your love and labour's recompence. 

Rofs. Yourprefence makes us rich, moft noble lord. 
Willo. And far furmounts our labour to attain it. 
Boling. Evermore, thanks ; — (th* exchequer of the 
poor) 
Which, 'till my ipfant-fortune comes to years. 
Stands for my bounty. But who now comes here ? 

Enter Berkley. 

North. It is my lord o^ Berkley, as I guefs. 

Berk. My lord of Hereford, my meffage is to you. 

Boling. My lord, my anfwer is to Lancafter; 
And I am come to feek that Name in England^ 
And I muft find that Title in your tongue. 
Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Berk. Miftake me not, my lord ; 'tis not my mean- 
ing 
To raze one Title of your honour out. 
To you, my lord, I come, (what lord you will,) 
From the moft glorious of this Land, ^ 
The Duke oiYork.'io know, what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the abfent time, 
And fright our native peace with felf-born arms. 

SCENE 



^8^ King Richard II. 

S C E N E X. 

Enter York. ^ ^< 

Boling. T Shall not need tranfport my words by yoUf. 

A Here comes his Grace in perfon.' Noble 

Uncle ! .[Kmels. 

York. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy kueeu 
Whofe duty is deceivabje and falfq. i 

Boling. My gracious uHcle ! i 

York. Tut, tut ! Grace toe no Grace, nor Uncle mc 

no Uncle : 

I am no traitor's uncle ; and that word Grace, 
In an ungracious mouth, is but prpphane. 
Why have thofe banifhM, ajid forbidden legs 
Dar'd once to touch a duft of England's ground ? 
But more than, — why, why, have they dar'd to mairch 
So many miles upon her peaceful bofom, ^ / 

Frighting her pale-fac'd villages with war. 
And oftentation of difpofed arms ? 
Com'ft thou becaufe th' anointed King is hence ? . 
Why, foolifh boy, the King is left behind ; 
And in my loyal bofom lies his Power, .j , .^ \ 
Were I but now the lord of fuch hot youth, . .' 
As when b^ave Gaunt, thy father, and myf^lf 
Refcu d the Black Frince, that young Mars of men, 
Frorri forth the ranks of rnany thoufand French^ 
Oh ! then, how quickly ftiouJd this arm of mine. 
Now prifoner to the palfy, chaflife thee, : . . 

And minifter corre<aion.to thy^ault. . -• ; ,,.;; 

Boling. My gracious uncle, let me^know my faijiij^ 
On what condition ftands it, and wherein ?, rJ *. i 

York, Ev'n in condition of the worft degree ; ■- '. 
In grofe Rebellion, and detefted Treafon : ' 
Thou art a banifli'd man, and here art come. 
Before the expiration of thy time, v I .- . • 

In braving arms againfl thy Sovereign. ' <' !>. '. // 

Bqling, As, I was bonifli'd, I was banifli'd HtriffiJid/;, 

But 
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But as I come, I come for Lancqfter, 
And, noble uncle, I befeech your Grace, 
Look on my wrongs with an in different, eye : 
You are my father; for, methinks, in you 
I fee old Gaunt alive. O then, my father ! 
Will you permit, that I fliall ftand condemned 
A wand'ring vagabond; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my arms perforce, and giv'n away 
To upftart unthrifts? Wherefore was I born? 
If that my coufin King be King of England^ 
It muft be granted, I am Duke of Lancafier. 
You have a fori, Aumerle^ my noble Kinfman: 
Had you firft dy'd, and he been thus trod down. 
He fliould have found his uncle Gaunt a father. 
To roufe his wrongs, and chafe them to the bay. 
I am deny'd to fue my livery here. 
And yet my letters;patents give me leave : 
My father's Qobds are all diftrain'd and fold. 
And thefe, and all, are allamifs eraploy'd. 
What would you have me do ? I am a Subjjefl, 
Andchallenge law: attorneys are deny'dme; 
And therefore perfonally I lay my Claim 
To mine Inheritance of free Defcent. 

North. The noble Duke hath been too much abus'd. 

Rofs, It ftands your Gi;ace upon, to do him Right. 

Wilto, Bafe men by his endowments are made great. 

York. My lords of England, let me tell you this, 
I have had Feeling of my Coufin's wrongs, 
And laboured all 1 could to do him Right: 
But, in this kind, to come in braving arms, 
Be his own carver, and cut out his way„ 
To find out right with wrongs, it may not be; 
And you that do abet him in this kind, 
Cherifh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. 

Xorth. The noble Duke hath fworn, his Coming is 
But for his own ; and, for the Right of That, 
We all have ftnongly fworn to give him aid; 
Andiet him ne'er fee joyithati breaks that oath. 

York. 
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York. Well, well I fee the iffue of thefe arms ; 
I cannot mend it, I muft needs confefs, 
Becaufe my Pow'r is weak, and all ill left: 
But if I could, by him that gave me life, 
I would attach you all, and make you ftoop 
Unto the fovereign mercy of the King. 
But fince I cannot,, be it known to you, 
I do remain as neuter. So, farewel. 
Unlefs you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 
And there repofe you for this night. 

Boling. An dffer, Uncle, that we will accept ; 
But we muft win your Grace to gp with us 
To Bripl'Cape, which, they fay, is held 
By Bujhy, Bagot, and their complices; 
The caterpillars of the Common-wealth, 
Which I have fworn to weed, and pluck away. 

XorL It may be, I will go : but yet I'll paufe ; 
For I am loath to break our Country's Laws : 
Nor friends nor foes, to me welcome you are ; . 
Things paft Redrefs are now with me paft Care. 

\^Exeunt, 

S C E N E XL 

Jn W A L E S. 

Enter Salifbury, and a Captain. 
Cap. TVyfY lord of Salijbury, we have ftaid ten days, 
iVl. And h'lrdly kept our Countrymen to- 
gether, 
And yet we hear no tidings from the King: ' 
Therefore we will difperfe ourfelves : farewel. 

Salifi Stay yet another day, thou trufiy Weljhman: 
The King repofeth all his truft in -thee. [ftay. 

Cap. 'Tis thought, the King is dead : we will not 
The Bay-trees in our Country all cire vviiher'd, 
And meteors fright the fixed ilars of heav'n ; 
The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth ; 

And 
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And Ican-look'd Prophets whifper fearful Change, 
Rich men look, fad, and ruffians dance and leap ; 
The one, in fear to lofe what they enjoy ; 
Th' other, in hope t'enjoy by rage and war. 

Thefe figns forerun the death of Kings • 

Farewel; our countrymen are gone and fled. 
As well affur'd, Richard their King is dead. [ExiL 
Salif. Ah, Rkhard^ ah ! with eyes of heavy mind, 
I fee thy Glory, like a {hooting Star, 
Fall to the bale earth from the firmament : 
Thy Sun fets weeping in the lowly Weft, 
Witnefling Storms to come, woe, and unreft : 
Thy friend^ are fled to wait upon thy foes ; 
And crofly to thy Good all fortune goes!. [Exit. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Bolingbroke'5 Camp at Briftol. 

Enter BoHngbroke, York, Northumberland, Rofs, 
Percy, Willoughby, with ^\x{hyand Green Prijbners. 

BOLINGBROKE. 

I R I N G forth thefe men. 



B' 



Bujhy and Gteen, I will not vex your fouls 
(Since prefently your fouls muft part your bodies) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives ; 
For 'twere no charity: yet to wafti your blood 
From oflF my hands, here, in the view of men, 
I \yin unfold fome caufcs of your deaths. 
You have mif-led a Prince, a royal King, 
A happy Gentleman in blood and lineaments. 
By you unhappy'd, and disfigured clean, 
You have, in manner, with your finful hours 
Made a divorce betwixt his Queen and him ; 
Broke the PofFefllon of a royal Bed, 
And ftain'd the Beauty of a fair Queen's cheeks 
Vol. IV. O Wit!) 
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With tears drawn from her eyes, with your foul 

wrongs. 
Myfelf, a Prince, by fortune of my birth. 
Near to the King in blood, (and near in love^ 
Till you did make him mif-interpret me,) 
Have ftoopt my neck under your injuries ; 
And figh'd my Englijh breath in foreign clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of Baniflimeht : 
While you have fed upon my Signiories ; 
Dif-park'd my Parks, and felfd my foreft-woods ; 
From mine own windows torn my faoufhold Goat; 
Raz'd out my Impress ; leaving me no figa. 
Save men's opinions, and my living blood. 
To fliew the world I am a gentleman. 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death. See them deliver'd 
T'execution, and the hand of death. 

Bufhy, More welcome is the ftroke of death to me, 
.Than Bolingbroke to England, Lords^ farewel. 

Green, My comfort is, that heaven will .take our 
fouls, ^ ^ 

And plague injuflice with the pains of hell. 

Boling. My loxdNorthumberlandy fee themdifpatch'd. 
Uncle, you fay the Queen is at your houfe ; 
For heav'n's fake, fairly let her be intreated ; 
Tell her, I fend to her my kind Commends ; 
Take.fpecial care, my Greetings be deliver'd. 

Tork. A gentleman of mine I have difpatch'd 
With letters of your love to her at large. 

Boling, Thanks, gentle Uncle: come, my lords, 
away. 
To fight with Gkndower and his Complices; 
A while to Work; and, after. Holy-day. [Exeunt, 



SCENE 
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S C EN E II. 

Changes to the Coaji of Wales. 

Fhori/h : Drums and Trumpets, 

Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Bijhopof Garliae,.^ni 

Soldiers, 
K. Rich, 'DArkloughly cajile call you this at hand ? 

Aum, Yea, my good lord ; how broods 
your Grace the air, 
After your tolling on the breaking Seas? 

K. Rich. Needs muft I like it well : I we6b'fbr joy 
To ftand upon my Kingdom once again. 
Dear Earth, I do falute thee with my hand, 
Though Rebels woundthee with their horfe's' hoofs : 
As a long.parted mother with her child 
Piays fondly with her tears, and fmiles in meeting ; 
So weeping, frailing, greet I thee my Earth, 
And do thee favour with my royal hands. 
Feed not thy Sovereign's foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy fweets comfort his rav'nous fenfe : 
But let thyfpiders that fuck u^ thy venom, 
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way ; ' 
Doing annoyance to' the treacherous feet,' 
Which with ufurping fteps do trample thee. - 
Yield (tinging. nettles' to mine enemies; 
And, when they from thy bofom pluck'a flower, 
Guard it, I pr'ythee, with a lurking adder ; 
Whofe double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw dqath upon ihy Sovereign's enemies. 
Mock not my fenfelefs conjuration, lords ; 
This Earth (hall have a Feeling t and thefe Ibnes 
Prove armed foJdiers,ere her native Kino- 
Shall faulter under foul rebellious arms. %ou Kino- 

Bifhop, Fear not, my lord; that PowV that, mad''- 
Hath pow r to keep you King, in fpight of all. 

Ihe 
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*Thc ^cans, that heaven yields, muft be emb;acM, 
And not negleflted: elfe if heaven would, . ' , 

And we would not heav'n's offer, we refufe 
The profer'd means of fuccour^nd redrefs. 

Aum. He means, my lord, that we are 4oo remifs ; 
Whiltt Bolingbroke, through our fecurity. 
Grows ftrong and great, in fubftance and in power. 7 

K. Rich. Difcomfortable Coufin, know'ft thou not. 
That when the fearching eye of heav'n is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world ; 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unfeen. 
In murders, and in outrage bloody here^ 
But when from under this terreftrial ball 
He frres the proud tops of the eaftern pines. 
And darts his light through ev'ry guilty hole; 
Then murders, treafons, and detefted fins. 
The cloak of night being pluck'd fromoff their backs^ 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves. 
So when this thief, this traitor Bolinghroke^ 
Who all this while hath reveird in the night, 
+ Whilft we were wandering with th' Antipodes, 
Shall fee us rifing in our Throng, the eaft ; 
His treafons will fit blulhing in his face, 
Not able to endure the fight of day ; 
But, felf-affrighted, tremble at his fin. 
Not alUhe water in the rough rude fea 
Can wafh the balm from an anointed King; 
The breath of worldly men cannot depofe I 

The Deputy clewed by the Lord. | 

For every man that Boiingbroke hath preft, J 

To lift (harp fteel againd our golden Crown, (l 

Heav'n for his Richard hath in heav'nly Pay j| 

A glorious Angel ; then if angels fight, | 

Weak men mult fall, JFor hcav'n ftill guards the Right. i 

* the means, thai heaven, kc. ] The four Lines that follow from thg 
firft Edition. Mr. Fifpe, 

iWhilJl we xvtre wand\iv.g\'kc*] This Line add e'd from the firft Edi- 
tion. ' Mr. Pope. 

SCENE 
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,S C E N E III. 

J Enter S^liQ^ury. .. i/ 

Welcome, my \6tdl how fai' off lies your Power?* ' 
Salif. Not near, nor farther 6ff, niy gracious lord. 
Than this weak artii: Difcomfort guides my tpngixe. 
And bids me fpcak' of nothing but. Defpair: 
One day (toO Isite, 1 fekt, my noble lord) 
Hathclouided all thy happy days on earth. 
Oh, call b'ack^eflerday, bid' tiiine return. 
And thou flialt haVe twelve thoufand fighting^ men. • 

Today, to day, -unhappy day too late 

O'erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy ftate. 
For all the Wcf/h^^i hearing thou werU de^id, 
Are gonfe toBolirighroke^ drfperft '^nd fled, [fo pale ? 
Aum, Comfort!, my ttegejVhy looks your <5race 
' '^lt?MA/But!n6Wth6Mood bftwenty thoufandihen 
Did triumph in my face, and they ard fled. ' 
And till fo much blood thither come again. 
Have I not reafdn to look pale, and dead ? . ' 

All fo^ls, that will be fafc, ny from my fide ; * 
Fof'iimc haih fet a blot upon my pride. * 

Aum* Comfort, my Liege ; reniember;'who yoU a,rCy 
K.'ilM. Ihad'forgo^t mVfdf: am I hot King? 
Awake, thou toward Majefty, thou.fleepeft : 
Is not the.I^ing^s name forty t^oufand names ? ' 
Arm, arm, my Name; a piiny Subjed (Irike^ 
Atjhy great glory. Look not. to the ground, 
Ye favMtes of a King I 'are we not high ? 
High be our thoughbV' 1 knovir, my uncle Yoik 
Hath pow!r tofi^rv^ oiiir tutfni' But Who tOmds hcre;^ 

• S C ,E N E IV.' .' 

Enter Scroop. 
Scroop* Ayf ^^^ health and bappinefs betide my 

'•'^ ©3 Than 
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Than can my care-tunM tongue deliver him ! 

K. Rich. Mine ear is open^and xny heart prepared : 
Tlie M'orfl is worldly lofs thou canft unfold. 
Say, is my Kingdom loft ? why, "twas my care : 
And what lofs h it, to be rid-xof care ? 
Strives Bol'mghroke to be as great as we ? 
Greater be fhail not be ; if be ferve God, 
Well ferve bim too,' and be bis fellow fo. 
Revolt our Subjeds ? that we cannot mend ;" 
They break, their faith to God^ as ^ell as as. 
Cry, Woe, Deflrudion, Ruin, Lofs, Decay; 
The worft is death, and death will have his day. 

Scroop. Glad am I, that your Highnefs is fo arm'd ' 
To bear the tidings of calamity. i 

Like an tuifeafonable flormy day, . i 

Which makes the filver rivers drown^ their fliore&, 
As if.thc world were all dtflblv'd to tears ; 
So high above bis limits fwells the rage. 
Of Bol'mghroke^. covering your fearful Land 
With hard bright Aeel, and hearts more hard than 

fteel. .... ^ 

White beards have arm^d tbeir thin and hairlefs fcalpsr 
Againft thy Majefly; boys with women's Voices. 
Strive to fpeak big, and clafp their female joints ; ! 
In ftifF unwieldy arms, againft thy Crown: / 

Thy very Beadfmen learn to bend their bows - < 

Of dbuble-fatal Yew, againft thy State : ^ 
Yea, diftaff -women manage rufty bills.. 
Againft thy Seat both young and old rebel, " * | 

And all goes worfe than I have poV^ to tell. ' J 

K. Rih. Too well, top welU thou tell-ft a Tale fo ill., 
Where is the Earl of Wilt/hire ? where is he got ? - - 
What is become of Bufhy ? where is Gr£€n ? » 

That they have let the daiigVous enemy 
Meafure our confines with (uch peaceful fleps? 
If wc prevail, their heads fhall pay for it. 
J warrant, thevVe made peace with Bolingbroke. 

Scr^Qp. 
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Scroop, Peace they h^ve made with him, indeed, 
mylord^ • j 

K. Rich. O villains, vipers, damn'd without rc^ 
demptioa! 
Dogs, eafiLy won to fawn on any man ! 
Snakes in my heart-blood warm'd, that fting my heart! 
Three JudaJJis^ each one thrice worfc than "^udas I 
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war 
Upon their fpotted fouls for this offence ! 

Scroop. Sweet love, I fee,- changing his property, « 
Turns to the foureft 3Xkd moil deadly hkte: 
^ Again uncurfe their fouls ; their peace is made ' 
With heads, and not with hands; thofe, whom you 

curfe. 
Have felt the worft of death^s deftroying hand, 
And lie full low, grav'd in the hallo w'd ground. 

Aum. Is Bu/hy^ Green, and th' Earl of Wt/l^iWdead? 
. Scroop. Yea, all of them zxBrifiol loft their heacls. ' 

Aum. Where is the Dukemy Father, with his Power? 

K. Bick. No matter wh^re ; of comfort no man fpeak i 
Let's talk of Graves, of Worms, and Epitaphs, 
Make daft our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write forrow on* the bofom of the earth ! 
Let's chufe executors, and talk of wills ? 
And yet not fo — for what can we bequeath, 
Save out depofcd bodies to the ground? 
Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbrokis^ 
And nothing can. we call our own, but death ; 
* And thai fmall model of the barren earth, 
- Which ferves as pafte and cover to our bones. 
For heaven's fake, let us fit upon the ground, 
And tell fad ftories of the death of Kings : 
How fome have been deposed, fome flain in war: 
Some haunted by the Gbofls they difpoffefs'd: 
Some poifoii'd by their wives, fome fleeping killM : 
All murder'd.— For within the hollow Crown, 

* And that /mall model ojihe barren earlh,^ He ufcs Mvdel here, as 
he frequently does elfewhcre, for Fart, Portion, 

O 4 That 
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That rounds the mortal temples of a King, 
Keeps Death his Court: and there the Antic fits^ 
Scoffing his State, and grinning at his Pomp; 
Allowing him a breath, a little fcene 
To monarchize, be fear d, and kill with looks ; 
Infufing.him with felf and vain conceit. 
As if this flefli, which walls about our life, 
Wete brafs impregnable : and, humour d thus. 
Comes at the lad, and with a little pin 
Bores through his caflle^walls, and farewel King! 
Cover your heads, and mock not flefli and blood 
"With folemn Rev'rence: throw away^efped. 
Tradition^ form, and ceremonious duty. 
For you have but mifiook me all this while: 
I live on bread like you, feel want like you, 
Tade grief, need friends, like you : fubjeded thus. 
How can you fay to me, I am a King? 

CarL My lord, wife men ne'er wail their prefent woes, 
But prefently prevent the ways to wail : 
To fear the foe, fince fear oppreffeth ftrength. 
Gives, in your weaknefs, flrength unto your foe ; 
* And fo your follies fight againft yourfelf. 
Fear, and be flain; no worfe can come from fight; 
And fight and die, is death deftroying death : 
Where fearing, dying, pays death fervile breath. 

Aum. My father hath a power, enquire of him. 
And learn to make a body of a limb. 

K. Rich. Thou chid'ft me well: proud Bolingbroke^ 
I come 
To change blows with thee, for our day of doom; 
This ague-fit of fear is over-blown; 
An eafy talk it is to win our own. 
Say, Scroop:, where lies our uncle with his Power? 
Speak fweetly, man, although thy looks be four. 

Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the iky 
The flate and inclination of the day; 

* Andjo yowrJoUiis^ Sec] This Line is added from the firft £di« 
lion. Mr. F9pe. 

So 
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So may you, by my dull and heav^ eye,- 
My tongdfehkth Ijitt aJfieaViertdetofay. v 
I play the t<»tut;ef,fey.fmall andfhiali 
To lengthen 'ouf 'the wotft, a«d^miift be fpokert; ^ 
Your uncle T&tk is jein'd vsrith Bdlingbtoke^ \ 
And allybur northeth'caftles yielded up, ' 
And all your fonthern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his faSion. ^ , 

¥i.Rick. Thou'hkftfatdenbtf^H. j ' ^ 

Btffttrew thte, OoiHiii,^Whith didft k^d The forth 

' . '.' ' '•'<•> [Tl^'Aumerle. 

Of that fweet' way I was in to Defpair. 
What fay you now?' what eoiti fort' have we now? 
By heav'n, TJl hate him everlaftingly, - ' 

That bids me be of comfort any more. '; 

Go to Eint'CaJiU^ there I'll frine ckway : 
A King, woe's flave, (hall kingly woe gbey : 
That Pow'r 1 have, difcbarge^ aiid4et 'em go 
To ear the land, that hath fome hope to grow: , 
For I have none. Let no man fpeak again ^ 
To alter this, for couhfel is but vaiti. 

Aum. My Liege, one word. 

K. JR/cA. He does me double wrong; 
That wounds me with the flatt'ries of his tongue. 
Difcharge my FoH'wers : let them hence, away, 
From Richard's night to Bolingbrokes fair clay. 

[EKtunt', 

S C E N E V. 

Bolingbroke's Camp near Flint. 

Enter with drum and colours^ Bolingbroke, York, 
Northumberland, and Attendants. 

Boling, qO that by this intelligence we learn, 

O The Weljhmen are difpers'd; and Sali/bury 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 
I With fome few private friends upon this Goaft. 
I North. The news is very fair and good, my lord, 

O 5 Richttrd, 
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Richard, not far from hence, hath hid hU head. 

York. It would befeem the lord J>f(nthufnberiand^ 
To fay, King Richard. Ah, the heavy day, 
Whea fucb a facred King (hould hide his head I 

North. Your Grace miflakes me ; only to be brief, 
Left I his Tide out. 

York. The time hath been. 
Would you have been fo brief with him, be would 
Have been fo brief with You, to fliorten you. 
For taking fo the Head, the whole Head's Length. 

Boling* Miftake not, uncle, farther than you (hould. 

York. Take not, good coufiin, farther that^ you (hould. 
Left yoji miftake, the heav'ns are o'er your head. 

Doling. I know it, uncle, nor oppofe myfelf 
Againft their will. But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy. 

Welcome, Harry; what, will not this cafile yield? 

Percy. The caitle royally is manned, my lord, 
Againft your entrance. 

Boling. Royally? why, it contains no King? 

Pei'cy. Yes, my good lord, 
It doth contain a King: King Richard lies 
Within the limits of yoiui lime and ftone ; 
And with him lord Aumerle^ lord Salt/bury, 
Sir Stephen Scroops befides a clergy-man 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learn. 

North. Belike, it is the bifliop of Carlijle. 

Boling* . Noble lord, [71:? North. 

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient caflle. 
Through brazen trumpet fend the breath^of Parle 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver : 
Henry oi Belingbroke upon his knees 
Doth kifs K.mg Richard\ hand, and fends allegiance 
And faith of heart unto his royal perfon : 
Ev'n at his feet I lay my arms and pow'r. 
Provided, that my banifliment repealed. 
And lands reftor'd again, be freely granted : 

If 
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If not, ril ufe th"aclvant3ge of rny J)Ow'r^' 

And layrthe ftunmer'^s duft with fliow'fs 6f bloOd, 

Rain^'d from the wounds of ftaughtfer'^ Engff/hmen. 

The which, how far oflFfrom the mind oiBolinghroki 

It is, fuch criiiifon tempeft Qiould bedrench 

The frefli green lap of fair King Richarifs Land, 

My ftoapi«g duty tenderly (hall fhewi 

Go fignify as much, while here we itiarch 

Upon the graffy carpfet of this Plairi; 

Let's march without the nbife df threatening drum, 

That from this Caftle's tatter'd battlements 

Our fair appointments may be well perus'd. 

Mtthihks^' King Richard SLXid myfelf (hould meet 

With no lefs terror than the elements 

Of fire and water, ^vhcki their thtind'ring Shock, 

At meeting, tears the cloudy cheeks of heav'n: 

Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water; 

The rage be his, while an the earth I rain 

My waters ; on the earth, and not on him. 

March on, and mark King Richard how he looks. 

SCENE VL 

Tdrle without^ and anfwer within ; then a flour i/h. Enter ^ 
on the wallSf King Richard, the Bi/hop of Carlille, 
Aumerle> Scroop and Salilbury. 

York. Q EK! fee! King KicAflr^/ doth himfelf appear, 

ij As doth the blufliing difcontented Sun, 
From out the fi^ry portal of the Eaft, 
When he perceives, the envious clouds arfe bent 
To dim his Glojy; and to flain the trad 
Of his bright Paffage to the Occident. 
Yet looks he like a King: behold his eye. 
As bright as is the Eagle's^ lightens forth 
ControJling Majefty ! alack^ for woe, 
That any harm Ihould flain fo fair a (how ! 

K. Rich. We are amaz'd, and thi^s long havi: we 
flood 

6 ' To 
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To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, [To North. 
Becaufe we thought ourfelf thy lawful King ; 
And« if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our prefence ? 
If we oe not, fliew us the hand of God, 
That hath difmifs'd us from our Stewardfhip. 
For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the facred handle of our Sceptre, 
Unlefs he do prophane, (leal, or ufurp. 
And though you think, that all, as you have done. 
Have torn their fouls, by turning them from us. 
And we are barren, and bereft of friends : 

Yet know, My Mailer, God omnipotent. 

Is mu&'ring in his clouds on our behalf 
Armies of Peftilence^ and they (hall ftrike 
Your children yet unborn, and unbegot. 
That lift your vaflal hands againft my head. 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crown* 
Tell Bolingbroke^ (for yond, methinks, he is) 
That every ftride he makes upon my Land 
Is dangerous treafon. He is come to ope 
The purple Teftament of bleeding War; 
But ere the Crown, he looks for, light in peace. 
Ten thoufand bloody crowns of mothers' fons 
Shall ill become the flow'r of England's face; 
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 
To fcarlet indignation; and bedew 
Her Pafture s grafs with faithful Englifk blood. 
. North. The King of heav'n forbid, our lord the 

King 
Should fo with civil and uncivil arms 
Be rufti'd upon I no, thy ^thrice-noble coufin, 
Harry of iSolingbroke^ doth kifs thy hand. 
And by the honourable tomb he fwears, 
That ftands upon your royal grandfire's bones. 
And by the Royalties of both your bloods, 
(Currents, that fpringfrom one moft gracious head) 
And by the warlike hand of bury'd Gauni^ 

And 
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And by the worth and honour of himfelf, 

GompriGng all that may be fwom, or faid. 

His Coming hither hath no farther fcope. 

Than for his lineal Royalties, and to beg 

lufranchifement immediate on his knees: 

Which on thy royal party granted once, ; 

His glittering arms he will commend tp.ruft; 

His barbed fleeds to fiables ; and his heart 

To faithful fervice of your Majefty. 

This fwears he, as he is a Prince, is jaft; 

And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him. 

K. Rich. Northumberland, fay, thus the King returns: 
His noble Coufin is right-welcome hither, 
And all the number of bis fair demands 
Shall be accomplifti'd without contradidion. 
With all the gracious utterance thou hall. 
Speak to his gentle Hearing kind Commends. 
We do dcbafe ourfelf, Coufin, do we not, [fb Aun>. 
To look fo poorly, and to fpeak fo fair? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the traitor, and fo die ? 

Aum, No, good my lord, let's fight with gentle words. 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful fwords. 

K. Rich. Oh God, oh God! that e'er this tongue of 
mine. 
That laid the Sentence of dread Banifhment 
On yond proud man.fliould take it off again 
With words of Sooth; oh, that I were as great 
As is my grief, orlefTcr than my name! 
Or that I could forget what I have been. 
Or not remember what I muft be now ! 
SweirH thou, proud heart? I'll give thee fcope to beat. 
Since foes have fcope to beat both thee and me. 

Aum, Northumberland comes back from Bolingbroke, 

K. jRicA. What muft the King da bow ? muft he 
fubmit ? 
The King Qiall do it : muft he be depos'd ? 
The King fliall be contented : muft he lofe 

The 
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The name of King ? o' God's name, let it go 
ril give my jewels for a fet of beads ; 
My gorgeous palace, for a' hermitage V 
My gay apparel, for an alms-man* s gown ; 
My figur'd goblets, for a difti of wood; 
My fceptre, for a palmer*^ Walking ftaflF; 
My fubjetfls, for a pair of carved laints ; 
And my-large Kingdom,'foT a little Grave ; 

A little, little Grave ; an obfcure Grave* 

Or ril be bury'd ia the King's high way t 
Some way of commoa Tread, where SUbjeftsf' feet 
May hoiirly trample on their Sovereign's head: 
For on my heart ihey tread now, whilft I live; 

And, buiy'd once, why not upon my bead ? 

Aumerle^ thou weep' ft ; (my tender-hearted coufin !) 

We'll make foul weather with defpifed tefers; 

Our fighs, and they, fhall lodge the fuitimer corn. 

And make a dearth in this revolting Land. 

Or fliall we play the Wantons with our woes. 

And make fome pretty match, \vith (bedding tears ? 

As thus, to drop them ftill upon one place, 

Till they have fretted us a pair of Graves 

Within the earth; and therein laid, there liesv 

Two kinfmeTi,digg'd their Graves with weeping eyes? 

Would not this ill do well? well, well, 1 fee 

I talk but idly, and you mock at me. 

Moft mighty Prince, my -lord Northumherland^ ' 

What fays Kmg Bolingbroke ? will his Majefty 

Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 

You make a leg, and Bolingbroke fays, ay. 

North, My lord, in the bafe court he doth attend 
To fpeak with you, may't pleafe you to'come down. 

K. Rich, Down, down I come; like glift'ring Phaeton^ 
Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 
In the bafe court ? bafe court, where Kings grow bafe. 
To come at traitors' Calls, and do them grace. 
In the bafe court cpme down? down, court; down. 
King; 

For 
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For Night-owls fliriek, where mounting Larks fliould 
fing. ' ' 

Boling, What fays his Majefty ? 

North. Sorrow, and Grief of Heart* 
Makes him fpeak fondly, like a frantic Man; 
Yet is he come. 

Boling, Stand all apart^ 
And fliew fair duty to his Majtfty. 
My gracious lord—— [Kneels. 

K. Rich. Fair coufin,ypudebafe your princely knee. 
To make the bafe earth proud with kiffing it, 
'Me rather had, my heart might feel your love. 
Than my unpleas'd eye fee your courtely. 
Up, coufin, up ; your heart is up, I know, 
Thus high at leaft, although your knee be low. 

Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own. 

K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and alh 

Boling. So, far be mine, my moft redoubted lord, 
As my true fervice fliall deferve your love. 

K.iliVA.Wellyoudeferve: they well deferve to have. 
That know the ftrong'ft and fureft way to get. 
Uncle, give me your hand ; nay, dry your eyes ; 
Tears (hew their love, but want their remedies. 
Couiin, I am too young to be your father, 
Though you are old enough to be my heir., 
What you will have, Fll give, and willing too ; 
For do we muft, what force will have us do. 
Set on towards London. Coufin, is it fo? 

Boling. Yea, my good lord. 

K. Rich. Then I muft not fay, no*. [Flourijh. Exeunt. , 

SCENE VII. 

A Garden^ in the Queens Coutt. 

Enter Queen and two Ladies. 

Qjieen. T JC 7H AT fport fhall we devife here in .this 

VV garden, 
To drive away the heavy thought of care ? 

lady. 
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Lady, Madam, we'll play at bowls. 

Queen. 'Tv^iil make me think, thp woiid is ftilh w 

rubs,\. . : '' •;;;;^v' V" V^''-' '-^ 

And that xxiy fortune runs aMiiift'thfe'^bials. ! 

Lady. Madam, we'll dance. 

Queen. My legs can keep no meafurc in delight,* 
When my poor heart no meafurc keeps in grief. 
Therefore no dancing, girl; foipc other fport. 

idrfy. Madam, we'll tell taWJ . * .1 

Qtuen, Offorrow, br/dfjby ?7' .'- '^ \ '\\ 

iMdy. Of either^ Madam/ /^ V* -^ • ' 

Queeiu Of neither, girl. 
For if of joy, being altogether wanting. 
It doth remember me the more pfforrow: 
Or if of grief, being altogether had, ' 
It adds more forrow to my wai^t of jOy. ' 
For. what I have^ I iieect not Jo repeaf :.W . ' \\ 
And what I wapt, it bpots npt to complaia., . ! 

Lady, Madam, I'll fing. ^ - 

Queen. Tis well, that thou haft caufe: 
But thou fliould'ft pleafe me belter/ would'ft thou 
weep. 

Lqdy. I could weep. Mad am, would it do you good. 

Queen. And I could weep, would wecj)ihg do mc 
good, , . . J. 

And never borrow any tear of tbee.^ 
But ftay, here come the Gardeners. 

Let's ftep into the fliadow of thele trees; 

My Wretchednefs unto a row of pins, 

Enter a Gardener^ and two Sei-vanis, 
They'll talk of State ; for every one doih fo, 
Againft a Change; woe is fore-run with mocks. 

[Queen and Ladies retire. 
Gard. Go, bind thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 
Which, like unruly children, make their Sire 
Stoop with oppreffion of their prodigal weight: 
Give fome fupportance to the bending twigs. 

Go 
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Go thou4 and, like an executioner. 
Cut off the heads of tod-faft-growing fprays, 
That look too lofty in our Common-wealth ; 
All muft be even in our Government. 
You thus employed, I will go root away 
The noifom weeds, that without profit fuck 
The foil's fertility from wholefome flowers. 

Serv, Why fliould we, in thecompafs of a pale, 
Keep law, and form, and due proportion, 
Shewing, as in a model, a firm ftate ? 
When our Sea-walled garden^ (the whole Land,) 
Is full of weeds, her faired flowers choak'd up, 
^Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges ruin'd. 
Her knots diforder'd, and her wholefome herbs 
Swarming with Caterpillars? 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 
He, that hath fnffer d this diforderM Spring, 
Hath nowhimfelfmet with the Fall afleaf : 
The weeds, that his broad-fpreading leaves did (belter, 
(That feem'd, in eating him, to hold him up;) 
Are puird up, root and all, by Bolinghrokt; 
I mean, the Earl of Wiit/hire^ ^H/hy, Green. 

Serv, What, are they dead ? 

Gard, They are. 
And Bolingbrokeh2Lih feizM the wafleful King. 
What pity is't that he had not fo trimm'd 
And dreft his Land, as we this Garden drefs, 
And wound the bark, thelkin, of our fruit-trees^ 
Left, being over proud with fap and blood, 
With too much riches it confound itfelf ; 
Had he done fo to great and growing men. 
They might have liv'd to bear, and he to tafte 
Their fruits of duty. Ail fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live : 
Had he done fo, himfelf had borne the Crown, 
Which wafte and idle hours have quite thrown down. 

Serv. What, think you then, the King Ihall be 
deposed .^ 

Gard. 
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Gard. Deprefthe is already, and depos'd, 
^Tis doubted, he will be. Letters laft night 
Came to a dear friend of the Duke of iTwA, 
That tell black tidings. 

Queen, Oh, I am prcft to death, through want of 
fpeaking : 
Thou AdanCs likenefs, fet to drefs this garden, 
How dares thy tongue found this unpleafing news? 
What Eve; what Serpent hath fugrefied thef , 
To make a feco'nd Fall of curfed man ? ' 
Why doft thou fay. King Richard is depos'd ? 
Dar'ft thou, (thou little better Thing than earth,) 
Divine his downfal? fay, where, when, and how 
Cam'ft thou by thefe ill tidings? fpeak, thou wretch. 

Gard. Pardon me. Madam. Little joy have I 
To breathe thefe news; yet, what I fay, is true 5 
King Richard^ he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolinghroke ; theiV forttines both are weigh'd: 
In your Lord's Scale is nothing-bat him&lf, - * *' 
And fome few Vanities that tDake him lights: * 
But in the Balance of great Bolingbrc^e, 
Befides himfelf, are all the Engli/k Peers, 
And with that odds he weighs Kin^ Richard d^'wii. 
Poft you to London, and yoa 11 find'if fo ; ' '^ '^ 
I fpeak no more, thanr every one doth kfto(v.r»-': ^ ^ 

Queen, Nimble Mifchance, that artfo light of f 06 tf 
Doth not thy Embaffage belong to ttie. ? 
And am I lafl, that know it? oh, thou think'ft 
To ferve me laft, that I may longeft keep 
Thy forrow in my bread. Goitie, ladies, go ; ' ' 
To meet, at London,, London^ King in woe. 
What, was I born to t«hifc ! that ray fad Look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke! 
Gard'ncr, for telling me thefe news of woe, 
I would, the plants, thougraft'ft, may never grow. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies, 

Gard, Poor Quectt, fo theu thy ftate might be* no 
worfe, t ,•,..,, ■ , 

I would 
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1 would my {kill were fubjeft to.thy Curfc. 
Here did fhe drop a Uar ; here, in, this place^ 
rU fet a bank of Rue, Ijour hir If of graces 
Rue, ev'n for ruth, here Ihortly fhall be feen^" 
In the remembrance of a weeping Quee».' 

[Exeunt Gard, and Strv. 
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Enter ^ as to the Tarliamint^ Bolingbroke, Aumerlc, 
Northumberland, Percy, Fibwater, Surrpy, "Bijhop 
of Carlifle, Ahhot \f Weftmmfter, tierdldy Officers^, 
and Bagot. . ; . ' , / 

. ._ ¥io;..lN.9BIl,QKE. . .. 

CK\.\i,Sagot forlh : jijow freely fpeak thy mind, 
What thou doft ki¥>w of noble Glu'Jier's death ; 
Who wrought k with the King,, and who performed 
The bloody office. of his tlrablefs end. 

BagiJ^'^ThGn fet bw5fo<pe my face the lord 4umerle. 
Bating, Coufin,ftand fo^th^ andlook upon that man* 
Bagot, My lord Aumerle, I knaw your daring tongue 
Scorns- to ,unfay, what it hath, once del ivev'd. 
In that dead lirac' when. G^T^tf/s death was plotted, 
I heard you fay. Is not my arm. of length, ' 

That reacheih from the.reftful Englifh Court 
As far as Caltiis %o my UJicle^s head ? . 
Araongft much oih?r talki that very time, • 

I heard you fay, You rather had refufc, . 
The ofFipr of an hundred thoufand crowns^ 
Than Bolingbroke return to England; adding. 
How bleft this Land would be in this your Coufin's 

deatbit 
. ^(im. Princes, and nphle lords, ; 

What anfwer ihall I make to this bafe mun? 

Shall 
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Shall I fo much diflionour my fairftars^ 
On equal terms to give him thaftifement? \ 
Either I mu8, or haVe mine Honour foird" 
With the attainder of his ianctVbus lips.' 
There \t my Gage, the manual feal of death; 
That marks thee out for hell. Thou Heft, 
And rjl maintain what thbii ha(t faid, is fal(e^ 
In thy heart-hlood, though being all too bafe. 
To ftain the tfcitipeV of m'^ ktii^htlf fword." ' 




'prefer 
Fittw., If that thy Valbut flanff on fympathi^s. 
There is my Gage,. -4utn^r/«,' in'gage to thine :' \ 
By that fair Sun, that ftieiv^'me \\Iiere ih/ckx ftancj'ft, 
I heard thee i^\^.?i^A vauntiiigly tHbp frialL^ft it*' ,, 
That thou W<h c,aure:^f^6HTO ^" 

bofi 




Aum, Thou dar'ft not, cpwar4, ,h'v|e fb fe^ iJVeiia^i 
Fitzw. Now, bymy !qul, I wduld it were^his^liQuiL 
Aum. Fitiwater, thou' att' dafen'd'to'iiejt W this. 
Fercy. AuTfnerle,. ihon liefl,;. hiSrKdh9iir.^&^'i;ittffc^ 
In this appeal, ia^lfioiiyfjfliuriJ^-ftV ■'.''■,'. "^^ / 
And that thou art'fp/t^^r^'i throw my </agle' '. 
To prove iron ihee^ to th''^tremeft^ point ' ,* 

Of mortal breathing. '.Seize ft, if thou dar*ft. 

Aum. And if I do tipt, may my .*hknds fot oflF, . 
And never bra'ndiffl til^Ve rcTifeiigeftil' fteef ' ^ , \ . 
Over th^'glittetiog^h'ciitieYiif'my foe] .1 

*Who fets meelfe5f by K^y n/Ill fh^ at^ll. '; L 
I haVe a th6'ufand fpiti^tWin: ifty breaft, 
To anfwier twenty thoufand (cich as you. 

Surrey, My lord Fiizwater, I remember well 
The very timfe Aumerle and you did talk. . 

* Who/elrme eyef'^-^l l^hefc three Vcrfci^ are takcp from the 
firft Edition. ^Mr.^J^. 

FiUw. 
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Fitzw. My lord, 'tis true : you were in prefence then ; 
And you can witnefs with me, this is t^ue. 

Surrey, As falfe/byheav'n, as heav'n itfelf is true. 

Fitzto. Surrey y ihou lieft. 

Surrey, Difhonourable boy. 
That Lie fliall lie fo heavy on my fword. 
That it Ihall render vengeance and revenge. 
Till thou the lie-giver, and that Lie, reft 
In earth as quiet, as thy father's fcull. 
In proof whereof, there is mirre honour's pawn; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'ft. 

FiUw. How fondly doft thou fpur a forward horfe ? 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 
I dare meet Surrey in a wildernefs. 
And fpit upon him^ whilft I fay, he lies, 
And lies, and lies: there is my bond of faith, 
To tie thee to my ftrqng corre£lion. 
As I intend to thrive in this new world, 
Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal. 
Befides I heard thebanifh'd Norfolk fay. 
That thou, Aumerle^ did& fend two of thy men 
To execute the noble Duke at Calais. . 

Aum, Some honeft chriftian truft me with a gage. 
That JV(?r/b/i lies: here da I throw down this, 
If he may be repeaFd, to try his honour. 

Boling. Thefe DilF'rences fliall all reft under gage. 
Till Norfolk be repeal'd : repeal'd he fliall be ; 
And, though mine enemy, reftor'd again 
To all his Signiories; when he's return'd, 
Againft Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 

CarL That honourable day fliall ne'er be fecn. 
Many a time hath h3Xi\^d Norfolk fought 
For Jefu Chrift, in glorious chriftian field 
Streaming the Enfign of the chriftian Crofs, 
Againft black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens : 
Then, toil'd with works of war, rctir'd himfelf 
To Italy ^TLVid there at Venice gave 
His body tathat pleafant Country's earth, 

And 
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And his pure foul unto his captain Chrift, 
Under whofe Colours he had fought fo long. 

B(?/«n^. Why, BiOiop, is JV(?r/a//k dead ? j 

Carl. Sure as 1 live, my lord. 

Boling. Sweet peace condud his foul | 

To th' bofom of good Abraham ! — Lords appealants, I 
Your differences fliall all reft under gage. 
Till we adign you to your days of trial. 

SCENE II. 

Enter York. 

York. /^ RE AT Duke of Lancajler^ I come to thee 
VT From plume-pluckt Richard, who with 
willing foul 
Adopts thee Heir, and his high Sceptre yields 
To the poffeflion of thy royal hand. 
Afcend his Throne, defcending now from him. 
And long live Henry, of that name the Fourth ! 

Boling, In God's name. Til afcend the regal throne. 

Carl. Marry, heav'n forbid! 
'Worftin this royal prcfence may Ifpeak, 
Yet beft befeeming me to fpeak the truth. 
Would God, that any in this noble prefence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 
Of noble Richard; then true Noblenefs would 
Learn him forbearance from fo foul a wrong. 
What Subjedcan give Sentence on his King? 
And who fits here, that is not Richard's SubjeA ? 
Thieves are not judged, but they are by to hear. 
Although apparent guilt be feen in them. 
And fhall the figure of God's Majefty, 
His Captain, Steward, Deputy eJed, 
Anointed, crown'd, and planted many years, 
Be jiidg'd by fubjed and inferior breath. 
And he himfelf not prefent? oh, forbid it ! 
That, in a cbriftian climate, fouls refm'd 

' Should 
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Should fliew fo heinous, black, obfcene a deed^ 

I fpeak to Subjefts, and a Subjeft fpeaks, 

Stirr'd up by heav'n, thus boldly for his King. 

My lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's King. 

And4f you crown him, let me prophefy. 

The blood of Englifh flball manure the ground. 

And future ages groan for this foul ad. 

Peace (hall go fleep with Turks and Infidels, 

And in this feat of peace, tumultuous wars 

Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind, confound. 

Diforder, horror, fear and mutiny 

Shall here inhabit, and this Land be calFd 

The field of Golgotha^ and dead men's fcuUs. 

Oh, if you rear this houfe againll this houfe. 

It will the wofuUeftdivifion prove. 

That ever fell upon this curfed earth. 

Prevent, refill it, let it not be fo. 

Left children's children cry againft you, woe. 

North, Well have you argu'd, Sir ; and for your 
pains. 
Of capital treafon -we arreft you here. 
My lord of Wejtmmjler, be it your charge. 
To keep him fafely till his day of trial* 
* May'tpleafeyou, lords, to grant the Commons' fuit? 

Doling, Fetch hither Richard^ that in common view 
He may furrender: fo we (hail proceed 
Without fufpicion. 

Tork, I will be his conduft. [Exit. 

Boling. Lords, you that here are under our Arreft, 
Procure your fureties for your days of anfwer : 
Little are we beholden to your love, 
And little look'd for at your helping hands. 

* MayU pleafe you, lords, kc] This Scene, where Richard is intro- 
4uced, from thefe Words, mayt it pUa/e you. Sec. to the fourth Scene 
of this Ad, is entirely added fince the firft Edition. Mr. Pope, 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Enter King Richard, and York. 

K. RUh. ALACK, why am I fent for to a King, 

JLJL Before I have (hook off the regal thoughu 
Wherewith I reignM? I hardly yet have learn'd 
T infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee. 
Give forrow leave a-while, to tutor me 
To this fubmiffion. Yet I well remember 
The favours of thefe men : were they not mine ? 
Did they not fometime cry, all hail ! to mc ? 
So Ju/ias did to Chriji: but he, in twelve, [none. 

Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thoufand, 
God favc the King ! — will no man fay. Amen? 
Am I both prieft and clerk? well then. Amen. 
God fave the King, although I be not he: 
And yet, Amen^ if heav'n do think him me. 
To do what fervice, am I fent for hither? 

York. To do that office of thine own good will. 
Which tired Majelly did make thee oflFer : 
The Refignation of thy State and Crown. 

K. Rich. Give me the Crown. Here cbuCn, 

feize the Crown, 
Here, on this fide, my hand ; on that fide, thine. 
Now is this golden Grown like a deep well. 
That owes two buckets, filling one another ; 
The emptier ever dancing in the air, 
The other down, unfeen and full of water; 
That bucket down, and full of tears, am I; 
Drinking my griefs, whilft you mount up on high. 

Holing, I thought you had been willing to refign. 

K. Rich. My Crown, I am; but ftill my griefs arc 
mine: 
You may my Glories, and my State depofe. 
Bat not my griefs ; ftill am 1 King of thofe. [Grown. 

Boling. Part of your cares you give mc with your 

K.^Rich. 
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K. Bich, Your cares fet up, do not pluck my cares * 

down. ^ j 

My care, is lofs of care, by old care done ; ' J 

Your care, is gain of care, by new care won. 1 

The cares I give, I have, though given away ; \ 

They tend the Crown, yet ftill with me they ftay. I 

Biding, Are you contented to refign the Crown ? 

K. Eich. Ay, no ; — no, ay ; — for I muft Nothing be : 
Therefore no No : for I refign to thee. I 

Now, mark me how I will undo myfelf ; \ 

I give this heavy weight from oflF.my head; 
And this unwieldly Sceptre from vay hand; 
The pride of kingly fway from out my heart ; 
With mine own tears I walh away my Balm ; 
With mine own hands I give away my Crown; 
With mine own tongue deny my facred State; 
With mine own breath releafe all dutious oaths. 
All pomp and Majefty I do forfwear : 
My manors, rents, revenues, I forego ; 
My ads, decrees, and fiatutes I deny : 
God pardon all oaths, that are broke to me ! 
God keep all vows unbroke, are made to thee ! 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd. 
And thou with all pleas'd, that haft all atchiev'd ! 
Long may'ft thou live in Richard's Seat to fit. 
And foon lie Richard in an earthy pit! 
God fave King Henry^ unking'd Richard fays. 
And fend him many years of fun-fhine days ! 
What more remains ? 

North. No more; but that you read 
Thefe accufations, and thefc grievous crimes 
Committed by your perfon, and your followers, 
Againft the State and Profit of this Land : 
That, by confefling them, the fouls of men 
May deem that you are worthily depos'd. 

K. Rich. Muft I do fo ? and muft I ravel out 
My weav'd-up follies? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy offences were upon record, 

Vot. IV. P ' Would 
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Would It not fliame thee, in fo fair a troop. 
To read a Icfture of them ? if thou would'ft. 
There (hould^ft thou find one heinous article. 
Containing the depofing of a King ; ' 
And cracking the ilr^g warrant of an oath, 
Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the book of heav'n. 
Nay, all of you, that ftand and look upon me, 
Whilft that my wretchednefs doth bait myfelf. 
Though fome of you with Filatt wafh your hands. 
Shewing an outward pity; yet you Pilates 
Have here deliver'd the to my four Crofs, 
And water cannot wa(h away your fin. 

North, My lord, difpatch; read o'er thefe articles. 

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears: I cannot fee-: 
And yet fait- water blinds them not fo much. 
But they can fee a Sort of traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myfelf, 
I find myfelf a traitor with the reft : 
For I have given here my foul's confent, 
T' undeck the pompous body of a King; 
Made Glory bafe ; a Sovereign a flave ; 
Proud Majefty, a fubjefl: : State, a peafant. 

North. My lord— — [man ; 

K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught-infulting 
Nor no man's lord : I have no Name, no Title ; 
No, not that Name was giv'n me at the Font, 
But 'tis ufurp'd. Alack, the heavy day. 
That I have worn fo many winters out, . 
And know not now, what name to call myfelf I 
Oh, that I were a mockery-King of fnow, 
Standing before the Sun of Bolingbroke, 
To melt myfelf away in water-drops ! 
GoodKing, — great King, — (and yet not greatly good,) 
An if my word be fterling yet in Ejigland, [To Boling. 
Let it command a mirror hither ftraight. 
That it may ftiew me what a face I have, 
Since it is bankrupt of his Majefty. 

Boling, Go fome of you, and fetch a looking-glafs. 

North. 
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North,^ Read o'er this paper, while the glafs doth 
come. [hell. 

K. Rich. Fiend, thou torment'ft me, ere I come to 
, Boling. Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland, 

North. The Commons will not then be fatisfy'd. 

K. Rich. They (hall be fatisfy'd: I'll read enough. 
When I do fee the very Book, indeed. 
Where all my (ins are writ, and that's myfelf. 

Enter One^ with a Glafs. 

Give me that Glafs, and therein will I read. 

No deeper wrinkles yet? hath Sorrow ftruck 

So many blows upon this face of mine, 

And made no deeper wounds? oh, flattering Glafs! 

Like to my Followers in profpcrity. 

Thou doft beguile me. W^s this face, the face 

That every day under his houfhold roof 

Did keep ten thoufand men? was this the face. 

That, like the Sun, did make beholders wink? 

Is this the face» which fac'd fo many follies. 

That was at laft out-fac'd by Bolmghrokef 

A brittle Glory Ihineth in this face ; 

[Dajhesthe Glafs a.gainjh the Ground. 
As brittle, as the glory, is the face; • 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred fliivers. 
Mark, filent King, the Moral of this fport; 
How foon my forrow hath defiroy'd my face. 

Boling. The (hadow of your forrow hath deftroy'd 
The fhadow of your face. 

K. Rich. Say That again. 
The fliadow of my forrow ! ha, let's fee; 
'Tis very true, my grief lies all within ; 
And thcfe external manners of laments 
Are merely fliadows-to the unfeen grief. 
That fwells with filence in the tortur'd foul. 
There lies the fubflance: and I thank thee, King, 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv'ft 
Me caufe to wail, but teacheft me the way 

P a How 
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How to lament the caufe. Y\\ beg one boon ; 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it? 

Baling, Name it, fair Coufin. 

K. Rich, Fair Coufin! I am greater than a King: 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then but Subjeds ; being now a Subjed, 
I have a King here to my flatterer : 
Being fo great, I have no need to beg. 

Boling. Yet a(k. 

}L.Rich. Andflialllhave? 

Boling. You (hall. 

K. Rich. Then give me leave to go. 

Boling. Whither? 

K. Rich. Whither you will, fol were fromyourfight. 

Boling. Go Some of yqu, convey him to the Tower. 

K.Rich. Oh, good! convey: Conveyers arc 

;^ou all, 
e thus nimbly by a true King's Fall. 
Boling. On Wednejday next we folemnly fet down 
Our Coronation : lords, prepare yourfelves. 

[Ex, all but Abboi^ Bi/hop of Carlifle and Aumerle. 

s c E N E IV. 

Abbot. A Woful pageant have we here beheld. 

jlV. Bijhop. The woe's to come; the children 
yet unborn 
Shall feel this day as (harp to them as thorn. 

Aum. You holy Clergymen, is there no Plot, 
To rid the Realm of this pernicious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeak my mind herein. 
You fliall not only take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine intents, but to effed 
Whatever I fliall happen to devife. 
I fee, your brows are full of difcontent. 
Your hearts of forrow, and your eyes of tears. 
Come home with me to fupper, and Til lay 
A Plot, fliall flicw UjS all a merry day. - . [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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A C.T V. S G E N E I. 

A Street in L o n d o n# 
Enter Queen^ and Ladies. 

Q,UEEN. 

THIS way the King will come: this is the way 
To Julius Ca/ar's ill-erefted Tow'r ; 
To whofe flint bofom my condemned lord 
Is doomed a prifoncr, by proud Bolingbroke. 
Jiere let -us reft, if this rebellious earth 
Have any Refting for her true King's Queen. 

Enter King Richard, and Guards. 

But foft, but fee, rather do not fee, 

My fair rofe wither ; yet look up ; behold. 

That you in pity may diflblve to dew. 

And wafli him frefh again with true-love tears. 

O thou, the model where old Troy did fland, 

[To K. Rich. 
Thou map of honour,- thou King Richard^s tomb. 
And not King Richard; thou mo ft beauteous Inn, 
Why fliould hard-favourM grief be lodgM in thee. 
When Triumph is become an ale-houfc Gueft? 

K. Rich, Join not with grief, fairWomanv, do notfo. 
To make an End too fudden : learn, good foul. 
To think our former ftate a happy dream, 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are 
Shews us but this. I am fworn brother. Sweet, 
To grim Neceffity ; and he and I 
Will keep a league till death. Hye thee to France^ 
And cloifter thee in fomc Religious Houfe; 
Our holy lives muft win a new world's Crown, 
Which our profane hours here have ftrickendown. 

Queen, What, is my Richard both in fliape and mind 
> P 3 Trans- 
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Transformed and weak ? hath Bolingbroke deposed 
Thine intcllefl ? hath he been in thy heart ? 
The Lion, dying, thru lie th forth Sis paw, 
And wounds the earth, if nothing elfe, with rage 
To be o'erpower'd : and wih thou, pupil-like. 
Take thy correftion mildly, kifs the rod, 
And fawn on rage with bafe humility. 
Which art a Lion and a King of beafts? 

K. Rich. A King of beafts, indeed ; if aught bat 
beafts, 
1 had been ftill a happy King of men. 
Good fometime Queen, prepare thee hence fovFranct; 
Think, I am dead ; and that ev'n here thou tak*ft. 
As from my death-bed, my laft living Leave. 
In winter's tedious nights fit by the fire , 
\Viih good old folks, and let them tell thee Tales 
Of woful ages, long ago betid : 
And ere thou bid good Night, to quit their grief. 
Tell thou the lamentable Fall of me, 
And fend the hearers weeping to their beds. 
For why ? the fenfelefs brands will fympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue. 
And in compaffion weep the fire out : 
AndTome will mourn in afhes, fome coal-black. 
For the depofing of a rightful King. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Northumberland attended. 

Korth.lL/fY lord, the mind oii Bolingbroke is chang'd: 
IVJL You muft to Pomjret^ not unto the Tower, 
And, Madam, there is order ta'en for you: 
With all fwift fpeed, you muft away to France, 

K. Rich* Northumberland^ thou ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bolingbroke afcends my Throne, 
The time ftiall not be many hours of age 
More than it is, ere foul fin, gathering head, 

Sham 
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Shall break into corruption; thou ihalt think, 

Though he divide the Realm, and give thee half. 

It is too little, helping him to all : 

And he (hall think, that thou, which know'ft the way 

To plant unrightful Kings, wilt know again. 

Being ne'er fo little urg'd, another way 

To pluck him headlong from th' ufurped Throne, 

The love of wicked friends converts to fear ; 

That fear to hate; and hate turns one, or both. 

To worthy danger, and deferved death. 

North, My guilt be on my head, and there's an end ! 
Take leave and part, for you muft part forthwith. 

K. Rich, Doubly divorc'd ? Bad men, ye violate 
A two-fold marriage ; 'twixt my crown and me : 
And then betwixt me and my married wife. 
Let me unkifs the path ^twixt thee and me: 

[To the Queen. 
And yet not fo, for with a kifs 'twas made. 
Part us, N(kthumberland : I, towards the North, 
Where (hiv'ring cold and.ficknefs pines the clime: 
My Queen to France; from wUenct, fet forth in pomp, 
She cartie adorned hither like fweet May; 
Sent back like Hollowmas^ or fhorteft day. 

Queen, And muft we be divided ? muft we part ? 

K. Rich, Ay, hand from hand, my Love, and 
heart from heart. 

Queen, Banifti us both, and fend the King with me. 

North. That were fome Love, but little Policy. 

Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

K. Rich. So two together weeping, make one woe. 
Weep thou for me in France; I for thee here : 
Better far off; than near, be ne'er the near. 
Go, count thy way with fighs, I mine with groans : 

Queen. So longcft way (ball have the longeft moans. 
' K. Rich. Twice for one (tep I'll groan, the way 

being (hort. 
And piece'the'way out with a heavy heart. 
Come, come, in wooing forrow let's be Brief; 
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Since, wedding it, there is fuch length in grief: 
One kifs fliall (lop our mouths<, and duznbiy part; 
Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart. [They kifs. 

Quein. Give me mine own again; 'twere no good 
part. 
To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart. [Kifs again. 
So, now I have itiine own again, be gone. 
That I may flrive to kill it with a groan. 

K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more, adieu ; the reft let forrow fay. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

The Duke of Yon ks Palace. 

Enter York, and his Dutchefs. 

Dutch, li >f Y lord, you told me, you would tell the 

iVl reft, 
When Weeping made you break the ftory ofiF^ 
Of our two Coufins coming into London. 

York. Where did I leave? 

Dutch. At that fad ftop, my lord. 
Where rude mif-govern'd hands, from window- tops. 
Threw duft and rubbifh on King Richard^s head. 

York. Then, as I faid, the Duke, gtcsLtJiolingbroke^ 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery fieed. 
Which his afpiring Rider feem'd to know. 
With flow, but fiately pace, kiept on his courfe : 
While all tongues cry'd, God i2tv^ thoc^ Bolingbroke ! 
You wou'd have thought, the very windows fpake. 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through cafements darted their defiring eyes 
Upon his vifage ; and that all the walls 
With painted imagery had faid at once, 
J(/u, preferve thee ! welcome, Bolingbroke ! • 
Wliilft he, frpm one fide to the other turning. 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud fteed^s neck, 
Befpoke ihem thus; I thank you. Countrymen; 
And thus ftill doing, thus he paft along. 

Dutch < 
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Dutch. Alas ! poor KiV^rrf, where rides he the while? 
York. As in a Theatre, the eyes of men, 
' After a well-grac'd A&or leaves the Stage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 

Even fo, or with much more contempt, men's eyes 

Did fcowl on Richard; no man cry'd, God fave him! 

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home; 

But duft was thrown upon his facred head ; 

Which" with fuch gentle forrow he (hook off, 

His face ftill combating with tears and fmiles. 

The badges of his grief and patience; 

That iiad not God, for fome ftrong purpofe, fleel'd 

The hearts of men, they muft perforce have melted ; 

And barbarifm itfelf have pitied him. 

But heaven hath a hand in thefe events. 

To whofe high will we bound our calm contents. 

To Bolinghroke are we fworn Subjefts now, 

Whofe State, and Honour,'! for aye allow. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Aumerle. 

hutch, T T ERE comes my fon Aumerle, 

XTX York. Aumerle that was. 
But that is loft, for being Richard's Friend. 
And, Madam, you. muft call him Rutland now: 
I am in parliament pledge for his truth. 
And lafting fealty to the new-made King. 

Dt^/cA. Welcome, my fon; who are the Violets now. 
That ftrew the green lap of the new-come fpring? 
\ ' Aum, Madam, 1 know not, nor I greatly care : 
J God knows, I had as lief be none, as one. 

York. Weil, bear you well in this new Spring of 
time. 
Left you be cropt before you come to Prime. 
What news from Oxford? hold thofe Jufts and Tri- 
umphs.? 
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Auni. For aught I know, they do« 

York. You will be there? 

Awn. If God prevent me not, I purpofe To. 

York. What Seal is that, which hangs without thy 
bofom ? 
Yea, look'ft thou pale? let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. My lord, Uis nothing. 

York. No matter than who fees it. 
I will be fatisfied, let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 
It is a matter of fmall confequence, 
Which for fome reafons I would not have feen. 

York. Which, for fome reafons, Sir, I mean to fee. 
I fear, I fear 

Dutch. What fliould you fear, my lord ? 
^Tis nothing but fome bond he^s enterM into, 
For gay apparel, againft the triumph. 

York. Bound tohimfelf? what doth he with a bond, 
That he is bound to ? wife, thou art a fool; 
Boy, let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. I do befeech you, pardon me; I may not 
(hew it. 

York. I will be fatisfied, let me fee it, I fay. 

[Snatches it and reads. 
Treafon ! foul treafon ! villain, traitor, flavc ! 

Dutch, What's the matter, my lord ? 

Yorky Hoa, who's within there? faddle my horfe. 
Heav'n, for his mercy ! what treachery is here ? 

Dutch. Why, what is't, my lord? 

York. Give me my boots, I fay: faddle my horfe. 
Now by my honour, by my life, my troth, 
I will appeach the villain. 

Dutch. What is the matter ? 

York. Peace, foolifh woman. 

Dutch. I will not Peace : what is the matter, fon? 

Aum\ Good mother, be content; it is no more 
Than my poor life muft anfwer. . 

Dutch. Thy life anfwer ! ' 

SCENE 
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S C E N E V, 

Enter Servant with boots. 

BR INGmemy boots. I will unto the King* 
Dutch. Strike him, Aumerle. (Poor boy, 
thou art amaz'd.)^ 
Hence, villain, never more come in my fight. 

[Speaking to the Servant. 

York. Give me my boots. 

Dutch. Why, York^ what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the trefpafs of thine own? 
Have we more fons ? or axe we like to have ? 
Is not my teeming date drunk up with time ? 
And wilt thou pluck my fair fon from mine age, 
And rob me of a happy mother's name? 
Is he not like thee? is he not thine own ? 

York. Thou fond mad-woman. 
Wilt thou conceal this dark Confpiracy ? 
A dozen of them here have ta'en the Sacrament, 
And interchangeably have fet their hands. 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dutch. He Oiall be none : 
We'll keep him here ; then what is that to him ? 

York. Away, fond woman: were he twenty times 
My fon, I would appeach him. 

Dutch. Hadft thou groan'd for him, 
As I have done, thou'dft be more pitiful: 
But now I know thy mind ; thou doft fufpeft, 
That I have been difloyal to thy bed, 
And that he is a baftard, not thy fon : 
Sweet ybrA, fweet hufband, be not of that mind: 
He is as like thee as a man may be. 
Nor like to me, nof any of my kin. 
And yet I love him. 

York. Make way, unruly woman. [Exit. 

Dutch. After, Aumtrle; mount thee upon his horfe ; 
P 6 Spur 
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Spur pofi^ and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pUtdotl^ ere he do accufe thee. 

ril not be long behind ; though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fad as York: 

And never will I rife up from the ground. 

Till Bolingbroke have pardonM thee. Away. [ExeitnL 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to the Court at WindfoT'CaJlU, 

Enter Bolingbroke, Percy, and other Lords. 

Boling. /^ A N no man tell of my unthrifty fon ? | 

V^ TisfuU three months, fince I did fee him 
laft. 
If any plague hang over us, 'tis he : 
I would to heaven, my lords, he might be found. 
Enquire at London^ 'mong the taverns . there : 
For there, they fay, he daily doth frequent. 
With unreftrained loofe Companions: 
Even fuch, they fay, as fiand in narrow lanes. 
And beat our watch, and rob Our paiTengers : 
While he, young, wanton, and effeminate boy. 
Takes on the point of honour, to fupport 
So diffolute a Crew. 

Fercy. My lord, fome two days fince I faw the 
Prince, 
And told him of thefe Triumphs held at Oxford. , 

Baling* And what faid the Gallant ? •; 

Percy, His anfwcr was, he would unto the Stews, 
And from the common'ft Creature pluck a glove, . 
And wear it as a favour, and with that j f 

He would unhorfe the luftieft Challenger. v 

Baling. As diffolute, as defp''ra!ie ; yet through both 
I fee fome fparks of hope ; which elder days 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 

Enter i 
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Enter Aumerle, 

Aum, Where is the King ! 

Boling, What meafis our Goufin, that he ftares. 
And looks fo wildly ? 

Aum. God fa ve your Grace. Idobefeech yourMa- 
jefty, 
To have fome conf ranee with your Grace alone. 

Boling. Withdraw yourfelves, and leave us here 
alone. 
What is the matter with our Coufin now? 

Aum^ For ever may my knees grow to the earth, 

[Kneels. 
My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unlefs a pardon, ere I rife or fpeak I 

Boling, Intended, or committed, was this fault? 
If but the firft, how heinous ere it be, 
To win thy after-love, I pardon thee. 

.Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 
That no man enter till the Tale be done. 

Boling. Have thy defire. [York within. 

Tofk. My Liege, beware, look to thyfelf. 
Thou haft a traitor in thy prefence there. 

Boling. Villain, FU make thee fafe. 

Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand, thou haft nocaufe 
to fear. 

York. Open the door, fecure, fool-hardy King: 
Shall I for love fpeak treafon to thy face ? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter York. 

Boling. \]\7^A^ ^^ the matter, uncle? fpeak, take 

VV breath: 

Tell us how near is danger, 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 

Totk. 
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York, Perufe this writing here, and thoulhalt know 
The Treafon that my haile forbids me fhow. 

Aum, Remember, as thou rcad'ft, thy ptomife paft: 
I do repent me, read not my name there. 
My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

York. Villain, it was, ere thy hand fet it down. 
I tore it from the traitor's bofom. King, 
Fes^r, and not love, begets his penitence ; 
Forget to pity him, left thy pity prove . 
A ferpent that will fling thee to the heart. 

Boling. O heinous^ firong, and bold confpiracy .' 

loysil father of a treacherous fon ! 
Thou clear, immaculate, and iilver fountain. 
From whence this flream, through muddy pafTages, 
Hath had his current, and defil'd himfelf, 

Thy overflow of good converts the bad ; 
And thine abundant goodnefs ihall excuse 
This deadly blot, in thy digrefling fon. 

York. So fliall my virtue be his vice's bawd. 
And he (hall fpend mine honour with his fhame ; 
As thriftlefe fons their fcraping father's gold. 
Mine honour lives, when his difhonour dies : 
Or my ftiam'd life in his difhonour lies : 
Thou kiirft me in his life ; giving him breath. 
The traitor lives, the true man's put to d^ath. 

[Dutchefs within. 

Dutch. What ho, my Liege I for hcav'n's fake, let 
me in. [eager cry ? 

Baling. What fhrill-voic'd Suppliant makes this 

Dutch. A woman, and thine aunt, great King, 'tis I. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door; 
A beggar begs that never begg'dbefore. # 

Baling. Our Scene is alter'd from a ferious thing, \ 
And now chang'd to the Beggar, and the King : 
My dartg'rous Goufin, let your mother in ; 

1 know, file's come to pray for your foul fin. 

York. If thou do pardon, whofoever pray. 
More fins for his forgivenefs profpcr may ; 

This 
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This feflcr'd joint cut off, the reft is found ; 
This, let alone, will all the reft confound. 

SCENE VIII. 

Enter Dutchefs. 

Dutch. /^ King, believe not this hard-hearted man ; 
V-^ Love, loving not itfelf, none other can. 
Tork, Thou frantic woman, what doft thou do here ? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear ? 

Dutch, Swtct York, be patient; hear me, gentle 
Liege. [Kmels* 

Boling, Rife up, good aunt. 
Dutch. Not yet, I thee befeech ; 
For ever will I kneel upon my knees. 
And never fee day that the happy feei, 
'Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy. 
By pard'ning Ruthand^ my tranfgrefling boy. 

Aum. Unto my mother's pray'rs I bend my knee. 

[Kmds. 
York. Againft them Both, my true joints bended 
be. [Kneels. 

Ill may'ft thou thrive, if thou grant any grace ! 

Dutch. Pleads he in earneft ? look upon his face ; 
His eyes do drop no tears, his pray'rs in jeft; 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our breaft : 
He prays but faintly, and would be deny'd ; 
, We pray with heart and foul, and all befide. 

[ His weary joints would gladly rife, I know; 

Our knees (hall kneel, till to the ground they grow. 
His prayVs are full of falfe hypocrify. 
Ours of true zeal, and deep integrity ; 
. Our prayers do out-pray his ; then let them crave 
That mercy, which true prayers ought to have. 
Boling, Good aunt, ftand up. 
\ Dutch. Nay, do not fay, ftand up, 

l^ut pardon firft ; fay afterwards, ftand up. 

An 
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An if I were thy nurfc, thy tongue to teach. 
Pardon (hould be the Erft word of thy fpecch. 
I never long'd to hear a word till now : 
Say, Pardon, King; let pity teach thee how. 

Boling, Good aunt, itand up. 

Butch. I do not fue to ftand. 
Pardon is all the fuit I have in hand. 

Boling. I pardon him, as heav'n fhall pardon inc. 

Dutch. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee ! 
Yet im I fick for fear ; fpeak it again : 
Twice faying pardon, doth not pardon twain, 
But makes one pardon ftrong. 
The word is ftiort, but not fo fliort as fweet ; 
No word like pardon, for Kings mouths fo meet. 

Tork. Speak it in lTf«cA, King; {zy^Fardonnez moL 

Dutch. Doft thou teach pardon, pardon to dcftroy? 
Ah, my four hufband, my hard-hearted lord. 
That fet'ft the word itfelf, againft the word. 
Speak pardon, as 'tis current in our land; . 
The chopping French we do not underftand. 
Thine eye begins to fpeak, fet thy tongue there : 
Or, in thy piteous heart, plant thou thine ear; 
That, hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce. 
Pity may move thee pardon to rehearfe. 
: Boling. With all my heart 
I pardon him. 

Dutch. A God on eartTi thou art. [Abbot, — 

Boling. But for our trufty brother-in-law, the 

With all the reft of that confortcd crew, 
Deftru£lion ftraight fhall dog them at the heels. 
Good Uncle, help to order feveral Powers 
To Oxford^ or-where-e'er thefe traitors are. 
They (hall not live within this world, I fwear; 
But I will have them, if 1 once know where. 
Uncle, farewel ; and^coufin too, adieu ; 
Your mother well hath pray'd, and prove you truer 
^ Dutch. Come, my old fon ; I pray heav'n make thee 
new. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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S C E N E IX. 

Enter Ex ton and a Servant. 

Exton. TT^IDST thou not mark the King, what 

Xj words he fpake ? 
Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear ? 
Was it not fo? 

Serv. Thofe were his very words. [twice. 

Extern. Have I no friend? — quoth he; he fpake it 
And urg'd it twice together ; did he not ? 

Serv. He did. 

Exton. And fpeaking it, he wiftly look'd on me. 
As who ftall fay, — I would, thou wert the man,^ 
That would divorce this terror from my heart; 
Meaning the King at Pom/ret. Gome, let's go : 
I am the King's friend, and will rid his foe. [Exeunt. 

SCENE X. 

Changes to the Trijon at Vom£x ti'Cafile. 
Enter King Richard. 

I Have been ftudying, how to compare 
This prifon, where I live, unto the world; 
And, for becaufe the world is populous. 
And here is not a creature but myfelf, 
I cannot do it ; yet I'll hammer dn't. 
My brain I'll prove the female to my foul. 
My foul, the father; and thefe two beget 
A generation of ftill- breeding thoughts ; 
And thefe fame thoughts people this little world; 
In humour^ like the people of this world. 
For no thought is contented. The better fort, 
(As thoughts, of things divine,) are intermixt 
With fcruples, and do fet the world itfelf 
Againfi the word ; as thus ; Comcy little ones ; and then 
again, 

// 
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// fj as hard to come^ ^sfir a Camel 
'to ihread the poJUm of a needle* s eye* 
Thoughts, tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders ; how thefe vain weak nails 
May tear a paflage through the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, xny ragged prifon-walls : 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. . 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelves. 
That they are not the firft of fortune's flaves. 
And fliali not be the laft: (Like filly beggars. 
Who, fitting in the Stocks, refuge their fhame 
That many have, and others mufi fit there;) 
And, in this thought, they find a kind of eafe, 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of fuch as have before endur'd the like. 
Thus play I, in one prifon, many people, 
And none contented. Sometimes am I King, 
Then treafon makes me wi(h myfelf a beggar. 
And fo I am. Then crufhing penury 
Perfuades me, I was better when a King; 
Then am I king*d again ; and by and by. 
Think, that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke^ 

And flraight am nothing but what-e'er I am, 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing fliall be pleas'd, till he be eas'd 

With being nothing — Mufic do I hear? [Mufic. 

Ha, ha; keep time: how four fweet mufic is, 

When time Is broke, and no proportion kept? 

So is it in the mufic of men's lives. 

And here have I the daintinefs of ear, 

To check time broke in a diforder'd firing ; 

But for the concord of my ftate and time. 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke : 

I wafted time, and now doth time wifte me. 

For now hath time made me his numbring clock : 

My thoughts are minutes; and with fighs they jar. 

Their watches to mine eyes the outward watch ; 

Whereto my finger, like a dial's point, 

Is 
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Is pointing flill^ in cleanfmg them from tears. 
Now, Sir, the founds, that tell what hour it is. 
Are clamorous groans, that ftrike upon my heart, ' 
Which is the bell; fo fighs, and tears, and groans. 
Shew minutes, hours, and times — O, but my time 
Runs polling on, in Bolingbrokis proud joy. 
While I ftand fooling hcre^ his jack o'th' clock. 
This mufic mads me, let it found no more ; 
For though it have helped mad men to their wits, 
In me, it feems, it will make wife men mad.. 
Yet bleiCng on his heart, that gives it me I 
For 'tis a fign of love; and love to Richard 
Is a ftrange brooch, in this all-hating world. 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Groom. 

Groom. T T AIL, royal Prince ! 

n K. Rich, Thanks, noble Peer. 
The cheapeft of us is ten groats too dear. 
What art? how com'ft thou hither? 
Where no man ever comes, but that fad Drudge, 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live? 

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy liable, King, 
When thou wert King ; who travelling tow'rds Tori^ 
With much ado, at length have gotten leave 
f To look upon my fometime Matter's face. 
O, how it yearn'd my heart, when I beheld, 
In London Arcets, that Coronation day; 
When Bolinghroke rode on Roan Barbary, 
That .horfe, that thou fo often baft beftrid ; 
That horfe, that I fo carefully have drefs'd- 

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary ? tell nie, gentle friend. 
How went he under him? 

Groom. So proudly, as he haddifdain'd the ground. 

K. Rich. So proud, that Bolinghroke was on his back! 
* That jade had eat bread from my royal hand. 

This 
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This band hatb made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ftumble ? would he not fall down, 
(Since pride muft have a fall) and break the neck 
Of that proud man, that did ufurp his back? 
Forgivenefs, horfe ; why do I rail on thee, 
Since thou, created to be aw^d by man, 
Waft born to bear ? I was not made a horfe ; ^ 
And yet I bear a burden like an afs ; 
Spur-galfd, and tir'd, by jaunting Bolinghroke, 

SCENE XII. 

Enter Keeper^ with a dijh. 

Keep. "Tu ^ LLO W, give place ; here is no longer ftay. 
JL [to the Groom. 

K. Rich. If thou love me, 'tis time thou wert away. 
Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my heart 
fliall fay. [£xiV. 

Keep. My Lord, will't pleafe you to fall to? 
K. Rich. Tafte of it firft, as thou wert wont to do. 
Keep. My lord, I dare not ; for Sir Fierce of Exton^ 
Who late came from the King, commands the con- 
trary. 
K. Rich. The Dev'l take Henrj of Lancafier^ and 
thee ! 
Patience is ftale, and I am weary of it. 

[Beats the Keeper. 
Keep. Help, help, help I 

Enter Exton, and Servants. 

K, Rich. How now ? what means death in this rude I 

affault? j 

Wretch, thine own hand yields thy death's inftru- J 

ment *, [Snatching ajxvord. m 

Go thou, and fill another room in hell. [Kills another. % 

[^xion Jirikes him down. 
That' 
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That hand (hall burn in never-quenching fire. 
That flaggers thus my perfon: thy fierce hand 
Hath with the King's blood Aain'd the King^s own 

Land. 
Mount, mount, my foul ! thy feat is up on high ; 
Whilft my grofs flefli finks downward, here to die. 

[Dies. 
Exton. As full of valour, as of royal blood ; 
Both' have I fpilt: Oh, would the deed were good! 
For now the devil, that told me, I did well, 
.Says, that this deed is chronicled in hell. 
This dead King to the living King I'll bear; 
Take hence th« reft, and give them burial here. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE XIII. 

Changes to the Court at Windfor. 

\ Flouri/h. Enter Bolingbroke, York, with other Lords and 
attendants. 

Doling. T^ I N D Uncle Tork^ the lateft news we hear, 
1\. Is, that the Rebels have confum'd with 
fire 
Our town or Cicejler in Gloucefter/hire ; 
But whether they be ta'en or flain, we hear not^ «^ 

) Enter Northumberland. 

Welcome, my lord : what is the news ? 

North. Firft to thy facrjed State wifli I all happinefs; 
The next news i^, I have to London fent 
The heads o{ SaVJbury, Spencer^ Blunt, and Kent: 
The manner of their Taking may appear 
At large difcourfed in this paper here. 

« /• w u , ,_ , ^ [J'refenting a Paper. 

Doling. We thank the, gentle Fercy, for thy pains. 
And to thy worth will add right-worthy gains. 

Enter 
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Enter Fitzwater. 

Fitiw. My lord, I have from Oxfard fent to London 
The heads olBroccas and Sir Bennet Seely; 
Two of the dangerous conforted traitors, 
That fought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

Boling. Thy pains, Fitzwater^ (hall not be forgot. 
Right noble is thy merits well I wot. 

Enter Vcxcy^ and the'Bi/hop of Carlifle. 

FiTcy. Tht grand Confpirator, Abbot of Wejlminjier^ 
^With clog of confcience, and four melancholy. 
Hath yielded up his body to the grave : 
But here is Carlifle, living to abide 
Thy kingly doom, and fentence of his pride. 

Boling, Carlijle^ this is your doom : 
Chufe out fome fecret place, fome reverend room 
More than thou haft, and with it joy thy life ; 
So, as thou liv'ft in peace, die free from ftrife. 
For though mine enemy thou haft ever been, i ' 

High fparks of honour in thee I have fecn. 

Enter Exton, with a coffin. 

Exton, Great King, within this CoflBn I prefent 
Thy bury^d fear. Herein all breathlefs lies ^ 
The mightieft of thy greateft enemies, 
Richard of Bourdeaux^ by me hither brought. 

Boling, Exton, I thank thee not; for thou haft I 
wrought . 

A deed of flander with thy fatal hand, , 

Upon my head,, and all this famous Land. 

Exton. From your own mouth, my Lord, did I this 
deed. 

Boling, They love not poifon, that do poifon need; 
Nor do I thee; though I did wifli him dead, 
I hate the murd'rer, love him murdered. 
The Guilt of Confcience take thou for thy labour. 
But neither my good word, nor princely favour. 

With 
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With Cain go wander through the (hade of night. 

And never ftiew thy head by day, or light. 

Lords, I proteft, my foul is full of woe, 

That blood fhould fprinkle me, to make me grow. 

Come, mourn with me for what I do lament, 

And put on fuUen Black, incontinent : 

I'll make- a voyage to the Holy-land, 

To wafti this blood off from my guilty hand. 

March fadly after, grace my Mourning here, 

In weeping over this untimely Bier. [Exeufit omnes. 
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